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DEDICATION 

X  o  the  continued  propagation  of  Christian 
faith  and  performance  of  Christian  duties  con- 
nected therewith  I  dedicate  this  book.  In  it  is 
the  true  story  of  my  life,  and  my  views  and 
opinions  on  vital  issues. 

Also  to  the  thousands  of  friends  who  com- 
prise the  audience  of  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour,  I 
wish  to  dedicate  this  publication.  If,  as  one 
friend  wrote  to  me,  my  life  has  been  a  victori- 
ous one,  it  is  because  God  has  blessed  and  is 
blessing  our  work  through  the  medium  of  those 
who  regularly  hear  our  broadcasts  and  attend 
from  time  to  time  our  evangelistic  services  in 
various  cities,  towns  and  villages. 

I  am  a  blind  evangelist  and  gospel  soloist. 
I  have  been  blessed  in  affliction,  which  has 
been  mine  since  birth,  in  that  apparent  insur- 
mountable obstacles,  by  the  grace  of  God,  be- 
came stepping  stones  to  success.  Praise  God 
from  Whom  all  blessings  flow. 

And  so  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  His  co- 
workers everywhere,  among  whom  my  wife  and 
I  are  numbered,  this  book  is  set  apart  for  what- 
ever use  shall  be  made  of  it  in  the  advancement 
of  the  Kingdom. 
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PREFACE 


ST.    LUKE'S    METHODIST    EPISCOPAL    CHURCH 
PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


REV.  JOHN   C.  B1ERI,  D.  D„  MINISTER 
2201    SOUTH  BROAD   STREET 


"  'God's  way  is  the  best  way.' " 

"My  heart  was  deeply  stirred  when  I  first  heard 
Robert  Fraser  in  his  blindness  sing  this  hymn.  He  was 
just  in  his  teens  then.  As  he  threw  resignation,  hope 
and  joy  into  his  song,  I  said  'that  boy  is  going  to  be  a 
great  blessing  to  many  souls  in  his  evangelistic  minis- 
try.' He  has.  In  his  radio  services,  revivals,  tent  and 
street  meetings  God  has  honored  his  messages  with 
thousands  of  converts. 

"Robert  Fraser  has  had  a  wide  ministry  in  helping 
the  unfortunate,  the  crippled  and  the  poor.  I  often 
marvel  at  his  faith  in  his  ventures  to  help  others.  It 
has  been  my  privilege  to  be  with  Robert  in  some  of 
the  outstanding  moments  of  his  life.  His  first  evan- 
gelistic meetings,  operation,  radio  anniversaries,  and 
dedication  of  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls.  At  all  times 
he  has  impressed  you  with  his  assurance  that  God's  way 
is  the  best  way.  I  know  his  many  friends  will  wel- 
come this  life  story  and  will  join  me  in  praying  that 
God's  Blessing  may  be  upon  this  new  undertaking  to 
glorify  his  Master. 

Rev.  John  C.  Bieri,  D.  D." 
May  23rd,  1936. 


A  HIGH  CALLING 


Chapter  I 
A  High  Calling 
"Not  for   hope   of  rich   reward, 
bring  mens  hearts  unto  the  Lord; 
Just    to    see    a    saved    man    smile 
makes  the  effort  well  worthwhile." 
To  bring   a   saving  knowledge   of  the   Lord 
Jesus   Christ   to   many   people   everywhere   was 
my  definite  purpose  when  I  entered  evangelis- 
tic work  nearly  twelve  years  ago.    It  still  is  my 
purpose  today.    The  number  that  I  reach  with 
a  message  in  song   and   sermon   of   God's   love 
and   redeeming   grace   is   unlimited,   depending 
only  on  my  faithfulness  to  the  high  calling  of 
God  in  Christ  Jesus  and  His  use  of  my  time  and 
services  which  are  ever  at  His  disposal. 

The  thousands  who  have  come  to  know  Him 
through  radio  broadcasts  and  meetings  that  my 
wife  and  I  conducted,  or  some  personal  efforts 
we  have  made,  are  innumerable.  Although 
I  have  not  seen  one  of  them,  yet,  Glory  to  God, 
we  shall  meet,  all  of  us,  face  to  face,  and  be 
together  forever,  in  eternity! 

I  have  never  seen  a  saved  man's  smile. 
Blindness  has  kept  this  blessing  from  me.  And 
I  often  wonder  if  the  blessing  which  is  mine 
when  a  saved  man  takes  me  by  the  hand,  and 
speaks  to  me,  is  it  not  more  satisfaction  than 
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looking  at  him?  For  I  can  go  deeper  by  touch 
and  sound  of  voice  into  what  a  man  has  in  his 
heart  and  soul  than  his  appearance  might  show. 

I  have  never  seen  a  saved  man's  smile. 
The  thousands  of  letters  men  and  women  saved 
from  a  life  of  sin  write  to  me  from  time  to  time 
are  more  gratifying  and  soul  satisfying  than 
beholding  the  Fifth  Avenue  Broadway  Easter 
fashion  parade  or  the  seashore  boardwalks  in 
all  their  holiday  glory. 

I  have  no  desire  to  become  a  rich  man.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  to  expect  or  attempt  to  accumu- 
late wealth  is  contrary  to  the  gospel.  However, 
I  do  look  forward  and  know  that  I  shall  re- 
ceive a  rich  treasure  in  Heaven.  It  does  not 
matter  how  many  stars  I  shall  have  in  my 
crown,  how  great  the  riches  laid  away  for 
me,  for  I  shall  return  all  to  Him  in  that  Day. 

As  long  as  we  shall  live,  my  wife  and  I  will 
be  like  Peter  and  Paul,  the  disciples  typical  of 
the  sincere  minister,  evangelist  and  Christian 
worker  of  every  age.  They  had  no  money. 
They  had  faith,  which  is  more  valuable  than 
money,  and  they  went  about  giving  it  away. 
Remember,  they  said  to  the  crippled  man  who 
came  to  them  seeking  alms:  "Silver  and  gold 
have  I  none,  but  such  as  I  have  I  give  unto 
thee.  Arise  and  walk."  Acts  3:6. 
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"Freely  ye  have  received,  freely  give,"  is 
good  practise. 

They  had  faith,  and  we  have  faith.  That 
faith  is  clearly  brought  out  in  Hebrews,  Chap- 
ter XI:  "Faith  is  the  substance  of  things  hoped 
for,  the  evidence  of  things  not  seen."  And  in 
the  sixth  verse  of  that  chapter,  "without  faith 
it  is  impossible  to  please  God." 

Their  faith  was  in  the  same  God  and  the 
same  Lord  Jesus  you  and  I  worship  and  serve 
today. 

Faith  has  been  and  always  will  be  my  great- 
est asset.  Faith  is  the  gateway  to  resources 
unlimited.  It  is  like  a  check  drawn  on  the  heav- 
enly kingdom.,  where  every  believer  in  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  has  an  account  that  never  can  be 
overdrawn.  Faith  in  God,  faith  that  He  is 
"able  and  willing  to  do  exceeding  abundantly 
above  all  that  we  ask  or  think,"  has  enabled 
me  to  preach  the  Blessed  Word  of  Life  over 
the  air  eleven  years,  reaching  a  million  people 
and  more. 

It  has  made  possible  the  establishment  of 
the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls,  to  have  given  away 
a  thousand  baskets  of  food  to  those  in  need,  to 
supply  many  artificial  limbs,  at  a  cost  of  $125 
each,  and  to  do  social  service  work  on  a  large 
scale,  running  into  thousands  of  dollars  annually. 
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Through  faith  I  have  come  this  far  along  the 
road  of  service  to  God  and  my  fellow  men. 
Through  faith,  if  it  be  God's  will,  it  may  be 
possible  to  build  an  orphanage  and  a  hospital 
in  the  next  few  years.  These  buildings  will  cost 
a  large  sum  of  money  and  while  we  have  nothing 
now  toward  such  a  fund,  we  do  have  faith  that 
God  will  supply  the  need.  Supply  it,  perhaps, 
through  you.  That  is  one  purpose  of  this  book. 
The  prayer  and  the  gifts  that  you  offer  will  help 
us  continue  to  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  the 
Master  who  said  (St.  Matthew  25:35-36)  : 

"For  I  was  an  hungered,  and  ye  gave  me 
meat:  I  was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me  drink:  I 
was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  in:  Naked,  and 
ye  clothed  me:  I  was  sick,  and  ye  visited  me: 
I  was  in  prison,  and  ye  came  unto  me." 

This  text  sums  up  the  extent  of  Christian 
work  every  believer  is  expected  to  do.  We  who 
are  actively  engaged  in  the  work  are  not  merely 
expected  to  perform  such  duties;  we  are  re- 
quired to  do  so  in  order  to  prove  our  faithful- 
ness to  the  trust  you  place  in  us,  and  to  be 
true  to  our  religious  concepts.  We  are  glad  to 
perform  whatever  service  we  can  to  spread  the 
Kingdom  of  God  on  earth. 

One  more  comment  about  our  future  plans: 
We   held   our   eleventh   anniversary   service    at 
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Tenth  Presbyterian  Radio  Church,  Philadelphia, 
March  10,  1936.  We  hope  to  have  our  twelfth 
annual  service  at  Baptist  Temple,  and  our  next 
at  Convention  Hall,  Philadelphia.  To  have  this 
come  to  pass  does  not  necessarily  mean  a  wave 
of  prosperity  and  popularity  for  myself  and  the 
friends  associated  with  me;  instead  it  would 
mean  a  sincere,  prayerful  interest  on  your  part 
for  the  outpouring  of  the  gospel  in  the  city  of 
Philadelphia. 

Here  Mrs.  Fraser  and  I  wish  to  extend  our 
earnest  appreciation  to  every  one  who  has  in 
any  way  contributed  to  our  cause.  We  trust 
you  will  continue  to  have  confidence  in  our 
work  of  faith.  We  are  partners,  after  all,  in  a 
great  concern  proclaiming  the  Word  of  God. 


c^^ 
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Chapter  II 
What  Purpose  This  Life? 

There  is  one  question  about  my  life  many 
people  have  asked  me  personally,  many  more 
have  attempted  to  find  out  some  other  way. 
They  usually  want  to  know  how  long  I  have 
been  blind.  Then  they  ask  how  I,  unable  to 
see,  manage  to  carry  on  my  work  and  go  about 
as  I  do.  They  want  to  know  about  my  school- 
ing, if  I  ever  had  a  job,  where  I  got  my  wife, 
and  a  dozen  other  things  relating  to  my  life. 
From  a  number  of  conversations  I  heard  things 
about  myself  I  never  knew  before,  because  the 
people  heard  the  details  from  "an  aunt  who 
had  an  uncle — "  you  know  how  it  goes! 

I  often  wished  that  I  could  published  a  book 
giving  the  complete  story  of  my  life,  so  that  the 
many  friends  who  are  interested  in  our  work 
and  ourselves  might  get  first  hand  information. 
A  book,  too,  could  fill  numerous  other  purposes. 
So  at  last  my  wish  has  come  true.  God  has 
answered  another  prayer  in  providing  ways  and 
means  for  this  publication. 

I  was  born  March  14,  1906,  in  a  brick  dwell- 
ing at  1474  South  Guenther  Street,  Philadelphia. 
My  mother  was  Mrs.  Emma  Houston  Fraser, 
of  Pennsylvania  Dutch  descent,  who  had  come 
from  Harrisburg.    My  father  was  George  Mal- 
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colm  Fraser,  a  native  of  Glasgow,  Scotland. 
He  arrived  in  America  when  he  was  fourteen 
years  old. 

I  was  their  seventh  child;  and  I  was  blind 
at  birth.  My  other  brothers  and  sisters,  includ- 
ing the  youngest,  Edith,  who  was  the  eighth 
child,  have  no  physical  defects.  They  have  per- 
fect eyesight,  as  did  mother  and  father.  To  the 
best  of  my  knowledge  there  was  never  blindness 
among  my  ancestors  of  whom  we  have  record. 

Mother,  no  doubt,  suffered  a  great  heartache 
due  to  my  affliction.  Father  worked  longer 
hours,  saved  as  much  money  as  possible  to  pro- 
vide treatment  for  my  eyes. 

Mother  died  when  I  was  eight  years  old. 
Her  last  wish  was  that  her  son,  Robert,  some 
day  would  have  physical  sight.  That  wish  can- 
not be  fulfilled,  for  according  to  every  indica- 
tion I  shall  never  look  upon  my  wife,  our  little 
girl  or  any  one  else  until  we  meet  where  there 
is  no  darkness,  where  God's  light  shall  ever 
shine. 

Father,  a  chemist,  was  a  conscientious  and 
willing  worker.  Evidence  of  this  is  the  fact  that 
he  was  employed  by  Powers,  Weightman  and 
Rosengarten,  Philadelphia,  for  forty-two  years, 
losing  only  a  few  days  time  due  to  illness  in  his 
long  term  of  service. 
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After  mother  died  he  had  his  hands  full  with 
family  problems.  I  probably  was  the  cause  of 
his  greatest  concern,  but  he  never  said  or  did 
anything  to  show  over-anxiety  and  worry  on 
account  of  my  plight.  He,  too,  even  in  that  dark 
hour  of  bereavement,  looked  forward  to  the  day 
when  "Bob  will  see." 

Probably  at  this  time  I  realized  the  extent 
of  care  I  would  be  to  my  family,  the  hopeless- 
ness of  thinking  of  improvement  in  my  condi- 
tion in  the  future.  Some  one  always  would  be 
required  to  look  after  me.  At  times  of  rather 
humorous  despair  the  best  of  us  are  apt  to  re- 
mark, "0,  why  was  I  ever  born?"  That  was  the 
way  I  felt,  many  times. 

Eight  year  old,  blind  for  life,  not  yet  started 
to  school,  mother  dead.  It  seemed  that  I  was 
quite  more  unfortunate  than  other  children  of 
the  neighborhood.  It  was  years  before  I  real- 
ized there  was  a  purpose  and  a  place  especially 
for  my  life  in  the  scheme  of  things. 

All  members  of  the  family  were  required  to 
go  to  Sabbath  School.  It  was  not  a  matter  of 
"we  ought  to  go,"  but  "you  must  go,"  the  edict 
coming  from  mother  and  father.  I  went  to 
Sunday  School  first  at  John  Chambers  Presby- 
terian Church,  Twenty-eighth  and  Morris  Streets, 
Philadelphia,  and  later,  when  my  family  re- 
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moved,  we  went  to  Pitman  M.  E.  Church,  Twenty- 
eighth  and  Dickinson  Streets,  Philadelphia.  Our 
parents  also  attended  services  in  Church  and 
Sunday  School. 

This  early  training  was  of  tremendous  value 
to  me  when  I  began  a  study  of  the  Bible  after 
entering  the  evangelistic  field.  I  remembered 
many  parables  and  lessons  taught  in  my  boy- 
hood years.  Under  the  guidance  of  competent 
Bible  School  instructors  the  seed  sown  when  I 
was  a  boy  thrived  vigorously  as  we  went  deeper 
and  deeper  into  the  Word  of  God. 

My  grammar  school  training  was  delayed  for 
some  time  due  to  the  fact  mother  was  unwilling 
to  send  me  away  to  school.  She  knew  that  I 
would  be  required  to  stay  a  week  at  a  time,  re- 
turning home  only  Saturday  and  Sunday.  She 
longed  to  provide  a  tutor  who  could  teach  me 
at  home,  but  as  time  went  on  she  saw  that  such 
a  plan  never  would  materialize. 

There  would  have  been  little  advantage 
attending  a  public  school  because  it  lacked 
equipment  to  provide  proper  training  for  one 
in  my  situation. 

When  mother  would  ask  me  whether  I'd  like 

to    go   to   school,   I   would   evade   the   question, 

but  from  my  experience  in  attending  Sabbath 

School,  I  thought  that  it  would  be  interesting. 
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I  probably  was  deep  in  thought  on  this  subject 
one  day  when  the  truant  officer  arrived  at  the 
house  to  inquire  why  I  failed  to  go  to  school. 
Father,  with  enough  troubles  to  down  an  aver- 
age man,  walked  into  the  house  from  work  one 
afternoon  right  unto  the  unsuspected  presence 
of  the  truant  officer  and  policeman  whose  mis- 
sion in  life  at  that  moment  was  to  see  that  a 
blind  boy  went  to  school! 

Edith  was  a  few  months  old  when  mother 
died  at  the  Presbyterian  Hospital,  Philadelphia. 
Then  there  were  Harry,  James,  George,  Gert- 
rude and  myself,  for  whom  Dad  had  to  provide. 
Two  children,  Ethel  and  Anna,  died  in  infancy. 
Father's  income  was  comparatively  small,  al- 
though his  work  was  steady.  There  were  times 
when  he  was  up  against  a  solid  wall  of  debt, 
disappointment  and  despair. 

Dad  was  unwilling  to  place  any  of  the  chil- 
dren in  a  home.  He  strived  to  keep  the  family 
together. 

After  father  tried  a  number  of  housekeepers, 
a  married  woman  whom  mother  had  known 
and  loved  came  to  help.  Her  husband  had  been 
killed  on  the  railroad,  so  she  too,  was  carrying 
a  heavy  cross. 

Mother,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  had  advised 
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father  in  the  event  of  anything  happening  to 
her,  this  woman  should  take  care  of  us. 

So  Mrs.  Ida  Mowbray,  who  had  no  children 
of  her  own,  "adopted  us,"  you  might  say,  and 
was  a  wonderful  mother.  I  think  of  her  with 
most  tender  care  and  the  fondest  recollection; 
the  memories  of  all  her  tireless  efforts  in  our 
behalf,  especially  in  my  interest,  shall  stay  with 
me  as  long  as  life  shall  last. 

Mrs.  Mowbray  and  my  father  were  married, 
and  together  they  seemed  to  forget  their  own 
troubles  in  planning  future  happiness  together 
not  only  for  themselves,  but  for  the  children. 
My,  she  certainly  was  a  brave  and  loving  soul 
ever  to  tackle  so  big  a  job  as  managing  us. 

My  boyhood  days  were  happy  ones,  for  the 
most  part.  I  played  a  lot  with  other  children, 
and  was  always  amusing  myself  in  some  way. 
Probably  just  thinking  up  mischievous  little 
pranks.  They  say  I  kept  the  whole  family  busy 
keeping  me  out  of  trouble. 

I  used  to  have  a  tricycle.  I  would  ride  to 
meet  Dad  on  his  way  home  from  work,  run 
errands  for  the  family  and  occasionally  for  the 
neighbors.  One  day  I  was  sent  to  the  store  to 
buy  lard.  On  the  way  home  one  boy  called  me, 
"Blindy."  Well,  within  the  next  few  seconds, 
his  name  was  "Grease,"  for  I  had  covered  him 
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from  head  to  foot  with  lard!  Yes  sir,  you  could 
have  put  him  in  the  frying  pan  and  had  a  fried 
boy  in  no  time. 

Eventually  I  became  a  pupil  in  the  Pennsyl- 
vania Institute  for  Instruction  of  the  Blind, 
Overbrook,  Philadelphia.  This  is  a  marvelous 
institution.  I  can  read  and  write  as  well  as  any 
one  who  has  eyesight,  having  acquired  the  abil- 
ity largely  at  the  Overbrook  School.  Of  course, 
when  I  read,  it  is  Braille,  and  it  is  Braille  that 
I  write. 

It  was  lonely  in  school.  Away  from  home 
for  the  first  time  was  no  fun.  I  missed  father, 
mother,  sisters  and  brothers.  They  always  had 
some  part  in  my  daily  life.  Now,  cut  off  from 
them,  I  really  was  homesick.  When  alone  I 
would  sing  softly  to  myself  the  hymns  mother 
taught  me.  "Blessed  Assurance,"  and  "Nearer 
My  God  to  Thee,"  were  her  favorites.  They 
were  mine,  too.  Quite  a  few  nights  I  would  hum 
myself  to  sleep. 

Most  boys  and  girls  learn  readin',  'riting 
and  'rithmetic  as  the  usual  course  of  study.  I 
was  required  to  know  the  three  R's,  besides  the 
extra  subjects  of  weaving  baskets  and  making 
brooms  which  were  included  in  the  manual 
training  course. 

After  staying  the  full  week,  it  was  a  great 
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pleasure  to  go  home  to  Mother,  Dad  and  the  Big 
Brothers  and  Sister.  I  took  up  the  whole  week- 
end telling  them  about  school,  gymnasium  and 
swimming  pool.  I  even  tried  to  get  a  couple  of 
the  children  in  the  family  to  go  to  MY  school, 
instead  of  theirs.  I  would  have  company,  and 
they  would  like  the  gym  and  swimming  pool 
better  than  anything  they  had  at  their  school, 
I  would  tell  them.  It  didn't  occur  to  me  that 
my  school  was  not  equipped  to  meet  their  needs. 
Every  week  I  would  do  my  work  in  a  satis- 
factory manner  so  that  Saturday  afternoon  and 
Sunday  could  be  spent  with  my  people.  I  used 
to  make  baskets  in  school,  and  whatever  other 
articles  I  could,  then  sell  them  on  Saturday.  I 
tried  to  earn  a  little  money  for  my  own  use.  I 
always  was  rather  independent. 
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Chapter  III 

Efforts  to  Gain  Sight 

I  CANNOT  remember  when  I  was  not  in- 
terested in  Sabbath  School  and  church  work.  I 
can  remember  when  my  attitude  changed  defi- 
nitely toward  religion,  when  I  changed  from  a 
professor  of  Christian  faith  to  a  possessor  of  it. 
That  is  distinction  with  a  difference. 

When  a  boy,  I  brought  seventy-five  members 
into  the  Boy's  Brotherhood  of  the  Presbyterian 
Sabbath  School  and  received  a  gold  medal.  No 
doubt  this  effort  on  my  part  pleased  my  Father 
in  heaven  because  at  that  time  my  boyish 
heart  was  in  the  right  place.  In  later  years 
even  though  I  continued  doing  Christian  work, 
quite  a  long  time  passed  when  my  heart  was  not 
right  with  God.  All  that  I  did  went  for  nought, 
for  I  had  not  been  born  again.  John  3:3:  "Ver- 
ily, verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  except  a  man  be  born 
again,  he  cannot  see  the  kingdom  of  God." 

To  this  you  might  say  that  I  was  striving  to 
do  what  is  right,  trying  to  do  the  best  that  I 
could.  That  is  the  sum  and  substance  of  a  great 
many  people's  religion.  The  drawback  to  it  is 
that  what  you  may  think  to  be  perfectly  right 
in  God's  sight  may  be  far  from  right  and  alto- 
gether contrary  to  His  teachings. 
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From  the  cradle  to  the  present,  specialists 
have  examined  the  condition  of  my  eyes  in  an 
effort  to  bring  sight  into  them. 

For  centuries  upon  centuries  God  has  been 
examining  the  condition  of  sinful  man,  trying 
to  put  sight  into  man's  soul.  He  sent  a  Special- 
ist into  the  world,  two  thousand  years  ago,  in  the 
Person  of  His  own  Son,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
The  people  were  blind  to  their  condition  and 
their  great  need  of  His  presence,  love  and  light 
in  everyday  living;  they  crucified  Him. 

They  have  stoned,  slaughtered  and  perse- 
cuted His  people  down  to  this  day.  They  con- 
tinue to  do  so  in  various  countries  despite  our 
boast  of  enlightened  civilization.  "Enlightened 
civilization"  is  a  sugar-coated  phrase  originated 
by  Satan  to  deceive,  mislead,  perplex  and  con- 
fuse the  masses.  At  the  highth  of  talk  on 
world  peace  we  are  closer  to  the  brink  of  a  "big- 
ger and  better"  world  war! 

One  evening  I  was  playing  about  the  house, 
and  I  went  to  the  window.  It  was  just  twilight; 
time  for  the  lights  to  be  burning  atop  the  lamp 
post  outside. 

I  have  always  been  able  to  distinguish  day 
from  night. 

This  evening  I  could  see  the  light  on  top  the 
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lamp  post,  something  I  had  not  seen  before. 
The  next  night  when  I  looked  out  the  window, 
I  saw  that  the  light  that  should  have  been  burn- 
ing was  out! 

I  called  to  mother  and  said,  "Mother,  I  can 
tell  that  the  light  on  the  lamp  post,  —  the  light 
isn't  burning  ..."  She  hastened  to  the  window, 
and  looking  out,  found  that  I  was  right. 

I  was  taken  to  St.  Mary's  Hospital,  Frankf ord 
Road  and  Palmer  Street,  Philadelphia.  Dr. 
Lewis  Love  performed  an  immediate  operation. 
His  surgical  skill  brought  about  some  slight 
success.  He  explained  to  me  that  within  ten 
days  I  would  undergo  two  other  operations. 
After  the  third  time  under  the  knife,  Dr.  Love 
hopefully  anticipated  I  might  have  some  sight. 
I  sincerely  believe  he  meant  it,  and  I  did  not 
mind  suffering  at  the  time.  It  was  a  painful 
ordeal,  as  I  could  not  be  given  ether  while 
the  surgeon  was  operating,  and  my  eyes  usually 
were  sore. 

After  the  second  operation,  there  was  an- 
other slight  improvement,  and  I  looked  forward 
with  fondest  hopes  to  the  third  and  final  oper- 
ation. Then,  I  hoped,  bandages  would  be  re- 
moved for  the  last  time  —  and  I  would  see ! 

It  is  difficult  to  describe  my  reaction  to  the 
news  that  came  to  me  the  next  day.   I  was  filled 
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with  mingled  emotions:  hope,  faith,  despair, 
happiness  and  sadness.  Surely  the  third  opera- 
tion would  be  successful,  I  had  thought. 

I  would  see  everything,  go  everywhere  look- 
ing at  the  things  I'd  missed.  I'd  see  Dr.  Love 
and  tell  him  how  good  it  was  to  have  eyesight. 
I'd  see  my  family  and  the  boys  and  girls  at 
Sunday  School.  I'd  see  the  trolley  cars  and  the 
strange  automobiles  —  I'd  see  everything! 

My  nurse  brought  me  the  news  that  Dr. 
Love  was  ill.  He  had  been  taken  ill  suddenly, 
and  had  pneumonia,  she  said. 

A  few  days  later  he  was  dead.  That  third 
and  final  operation  on  my  eyes  never  was  per- 
formed. 

Since  that  time  hope  has  been  revived  a 
number  of  times.  I  have  undergone  surgical 
treatment  at  least  on  twelve  other  occasions,  all 
in  vain.  I  can  only  tell  light  from  darkness;  my 
right  eye  has  been  removed. 

I  usually  turn  toward  the  window  every 
morning,  to  see  the  light  of  day,  the  brightness 
of  the  sun.  It's  just  a  mass  of  light,  nothing 
more,  but  better  than  none.  My  wife  tells  me 
turning  toward  the  dawn  every  morning  gives 
me  a  good  start  for  the  day  and  improves  my 
disposition. 

By  calling  away  Dr.  Love,  God  probably  re- 
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moved  what  chance  there  was  for  me  ever  to 
have  physical  sight,  though  at  the  time  I  had 
not  lost  hope.  God  gave  me  something  infinitely 
more  valuable.  He  gave  me  spiritual  sight 
and  an  evangelistic  vision.  He  gave  me  the 
Will  to  do  His  Will,  courage  to  face  virtually 
insurmountable  difficulties  and  unusual  danger 
without  flinching,  without  disbelieving  for  the 
moment  that,  with  God  for  me,  none  could  suc- 
ceed against  me. 

I  left  the  hospital  a  rather  disappointed  boy, 
unacquainted  with  my  spiritual  self.  A  num- 
ber of  years  later  the  inner  man  caught  up  with 
me;  blessings  flowed  into  my  then  empty  life. 
"Floods  of  joy  o'er  my  soul,  like  the  sea  billows 
roll,  since  Jesus  came  into  my  heart,"  adequately 
describes  the  happiness  a  new  life  brought  me. 

For  a  number  of  years  I  used  to  think  that 
to  obtain  physical  sight  would  be  the  greatest 
moment  of  my  life  and  the  grandest  happiness 
I  could  ever  know.  To  have  sight  was  a  denom- 
inating desire.  Despite  the  unfavorable  reports 
given  by  nearly  every  physician  and  surgeon, 
after  their  examination  of  the  condition  of  my 
eyes,  I  refused  to  give  up  hope.  Some  great 
surgeon,  yet  unknown,  eventually  would  come 
to  the  fore,  I  believed  in  my  boyhood  days,  and 
up  until  I  was  past  twenty-one  years  old. 
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Mother  used  to  take  me  regularly  to  eye 
clinics,  even  when  I  was  an  infant.  As  a  boy, 
I  remember  taking  her  by  the  hand,  and  walk- 
ing to  the  doctor's  office  for  examination  and 
treatment. 

When  a  holiday  would  be  approaching,  the 
folks  would  assure  me,  "You'll  see  by  the  Fourth 
of  July,  when  there  will  be  an  aerial  display  of 
fireworks  at  night."  And  later  in  the  season 
with  still  no  improvement,  they  would  say, 
"You'll  have  sight  this  Christmas.  You'll  see 
the  beautiful  toys  and  the  brightly  trimmed 
Christmas  tree,  and  what  Santa  Claus  looks  like." 

When  snow  was  on  the  ground,  some  one 
would  say,  "Never  mind,  Bob,  you'll  see  the 
green  trees  and  the  pretty  flowers  next  Spring." 
And  then  that  season  would  be  done;  summer 
and  autumn,  and  winter  again,  yet  no  progress 
in  the  condition  of  my  eyes.  Yes,  all  the  time 
it  was  useless  to  have  treatments  and  operations, 
but  it  was  not  useless  to  have  hope. 

The  greatest  moment  in  my  life  is  a  recur- 
ring one.  It  didn't  come  as  I  expected  it  would, 
with  the  opening  of  my  blind  eyes,  for  that 
can  not  happen.  It  came  when  I  opened  my 
heart  to  Jesus,  and  He  took  possession  of  my 
life.  It  came  again  when  I  was  privileged  to 
lead  the  first  person  to  Christ  in  my  meetings, 
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and  it  recurs  every  time  another  soul  is  won 
for  Christ. 

Soul  winning  is  the  grandest  happiness  any 
man  can  know,  whether  or  not  he  is  blind.  If  I 
were  suddenly  to  receive  sight,  I  am  certain  it 
would  cause  great  rejoicing,  and  I  would  be 
overwhelmed.  But  it  could  not  mean  more  to 
me  than  when,  at  the  close  of  a  gospel  service, 
my  wife  whispers  to  me,  "Another  hand  is 
raised,  signifying  that  person  wishes  to  be  re- 
membered in  prayer."  And  when  she  tells  me, 
"The  person  who  raised  his  (or  her)  hand,  is 
coming  down  the  aisle  to  the  inquiry  room, 
seeking  salvation."  At  such  times  I  am  ex- 
tremely happy,  and  I  thank  God  for  using  me 
in  His  service. 

To  find  my  way  about  without  risking  harm 
to  myself  is  an  easy  matter.  I  can  direct  any- 
body about  Philadelphia  and  many  other  places, 
and  guarantee  not  to  get  lost  in  traffic  as  quickly 
as  a  man  who  has  his  sight. 

I  can  shave  myself  with  no  ill  effect.  No 
septic  pencils  to  stop  bleeding  are  needed  in 
my  home.  Once  in  a  while  the  blade  may  slip 
a  little,  but  I  have  yet  to  give  myself  a  deep 
scratch. 

Sit  me  down  at  a  table  laden  with  good  food, 
and  Til  show  you  what  I  can  do.  Adhering  to 
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the  best  table  manners,  I  shall  eat  any  meal 
with  a  minimum  of  effort. 

I  walk  anywhere  in  my  house  and  in  the 
immediate  vicinity,  frequently  going  to  the 
store.  I  can  see  the  lights  on  approaching  cars 
at  night. 

Audiences  who  witness  the  broadcast  often 
remark  with  what  ease  I  move  about  in  the  stu- 
dio, locate  the  microphone,  and  return  to  my 
chair.  Reading  the  names  of  persons  to  whom 
the  hymns  are  dedicated,  and  mentioning  those 
observing  birthday  anniversaries,  is  always  a 
pleasure.  Transferring  the  names  from  my  fin- 
gertips to  proper  pronunciation  sometimes 
twists  my  tongue,  especially  when  I  try  to  hurry. 
I  always  compile  the  list  on  my  Braille  plate  a 
day  or  two  before  the  broadcast. 

I  occasionally  play  the  piano,  usually  dial 
the  radio,  answer  the  door  bell  and  telephone, 
and  keep  myself  generally  useful  about  the 
house. 
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Chapter  IV 
Growing  Up  With  Radio 

I  DO  not  write  to  boast  that  I  am  an  excep- 
tional man,  for  I  am  not.  But  I  am  a  God-fearing 
man,  and  I  love  the  Lord.  I  am  ever  thankful 
to  Him  for  His  love  and  tender  mercies  toward 
me;  and  not  only  toward  me,  but  for  all  men 
who  love  Him  and  cheerfully  do  His  will. 

It  seems  to  me  that  not  having  sight  has 
been  provided  for  amply  in  development  of 
other  senses.  In  nature  study  class  at  school  we 
went  into  a  subject  such  as  this.  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  by  being  deprived  of  my 
physical  vision,  inside  senses  have  taken  up  the 
slack,  if  I  may  call  it  that.  There  is  extra  energy 
to  be  used. 

Perhaps  this  dynamic  energy  found  an  outlet 
when  I  yielded  to  the  urge  to  go  on  the  stage 
when  I  was  sixteen  years  old.  The  swift  mov- 
ing life  of  an  entertainer  appealed  to  me.  I  had 
an  inkling  of  what  it  would  be  like  before  I 
started  to  work  behind  the  footlights. 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  I  "grew  up  with  radio," 
for  broadcasting  was  in  its  infancy  when  my 
voice  first  went  over  the  ether.  I  remember 
how  the  family  would  sit  home  and  "tune  in" 
the  now  old  fashioned  crystal  set,  passing  the 
ear    phones    from    one   to    another.     I    imagine 
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there  was  no  end  of  scraps  to  gain  possession  of 
the  ear  sets  in  our  household  during  a  broad- 
cast. I  know  of  such  things  having  happened 
when  other  programs  were  on  the  air. 

I  appeared  with  Uncle  WIP  for  some  time 
before  taking  broadcasting  and  entertaining 
seriously.  Later  I  was  booked  as  the  Sunshine 
Boy  of  WCAU.  I  also  was  on  programs  with 
Uncle  Wip  and  Dream  Daddy,  singing  popular 
songs.  Yes,  I  remember  as  a  lad  I  was  on  the 
air  every  now  and  then  with  "Sunny  Jim,"  too. 
So  I  am  entitled  to  the  claim  that  I  grew  up 
with  radio. 

Since  that  time  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
letters  have  come  to  me  from  many  States  in 
the  Union.  The  present  Radio  Gospel  Hour 
broadcast  every  Tuesday  night,  from  9  to  10 
o'clock,  has  friends  throughout  the  New  Eng- 
land States,  Canada,  Ohio  and  south  to  the 
Carolinas. 

I  was  on  the  vaudeville  stage  about  a  year, 
in  addition  to  appearing  in  various  perform- 
ances at  banquets  and  conventions.  I  also  sang 
a  great  deal  in  restaurants,  smokers,  carnivals, 
and  so  forth.  I  met  many  people  in  the  show 
business  and  occasionally  went  places  with  them. 
I  began  to  learn  of  life  behind  the  scenes  and 
to  some  extent  became  part  of  that  life.  On 
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Sundays  I  would  sing  in  Sabbath  Schools  and 
churches. 

Jazz  through  the  week,  hymns  on  Sunday, 
kept  me  busy.  I  saw  nothing  wrong  in  being 
busy. 

Nevertheless  Dad  was  opposed  to  the  things 
I  was  doing.  It  seemed  to  me  he  just  wanted 
to  curb  my  ambition  to  get  somewhere  in  life. 
It  was  my  desire  to  be  independent,  to  support 
myself,  and,  in  addition,  contribute  to  the  ex- 
penses of  our  home.  Dad  often  said  he  rather 
would  do  without  my  assistance  than  take  earn- 
ings from  what  he  choosed  the  call  "service  to 
the  Devil." 

When  he'd  plead  with  me  to  leave  vaude- 
ville, my  answer  was  that  I  was  helping  young 
song  writers  on  their  way  to  public  acclaim  and 
success.  Wasn't  I  helping  my  fellow-men?  Yes, 
I  would  conclude,  I  am  doing  for  others  what  I 
would  have  them  do  for  me;  that  is  the  essence 
of  the  Golden  Rule.  That  is  a  natural  inter- 
pretation from  the  heart  of  an  enemy  of  God. 
It  is  not  the  proper  meaning  of  the  Golden  Rule. 

Remember  the  old  songs,  "Little  Old  Lady," 
"Where  the  Lazy  Daisies  Grow,"  and  "Brown 
Eyes"?  These  may  bring  back  memories  of 
the  early  days  of  the  crystal  sets,  when  I  intro- 
duced the  pieces  that  became  popular  hits  of 
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the  day.  How  the  continuous  applause  of  the 
audience  at  Broadway  Theatre,  Broad  Street  and 
Snyder  Avenue,  Philadelphia,  would  thrill  me 
after  I  completed  my  numbers.  Then  I  was  with 
Dumont's  and  Emmett  Welsch's  minstrels,  at 
the  same  time  broadcasting  jazz  over  WFI, 
WDAR  and  elsewhere,  and  singing  hymns  on 
Sunday! 

A  featured  soloist,  I  seldom  took  part  in  any 
other  type  of  entertainment.  My  popularity 
with  show  people  increased,  as  did  the  number 
of  "fan"  letters.  I  might  have  had  a  "swelled 
head,"  for  I  was  more  or  less  pleased  with  my 
success.  Steady  earnings  from  my  appearances 
on  the  stage,  and  at  public  and  private  enter- 
tainments, continued  to  mount. 

For  a  blind  man  who  started  in  life  with 
odds  stacked  high  against  him  to  earn  several 
hundred  dollars  a  week  was  an  achievement 
quite  apt  to  make  one  proud.  It  was  like  a 
Horatio  Alger  story,  this  successful  rise  of  the 
blind  boy  at  an  early  age. 

In  the  hustle  and  bustle  of  filling  more  and 
more  engagements  I  put  religion  aside.  The 
deeper  I  went  into  the  things  of  the  world  the 
further  away  I  went  from  God.  I  did  not  gen- 
erally take  part  in  the  gay  life  of  the  stage  even 
though  I  devoted  so  much  time  to  the  stage. 
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However,  I  am  not  attempting  to  defend  myself. 
I  do  not  say  that  I  was  not  a  sinner.  To  do  so 
would  be  repeating  the  story  of  the  Pharisee 
who  thanked  God  he  was  not  as  other  men  were, 
when,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  worse. 

Another  answer  to  a  man's  attempt  to  justify 
himself  and  deny  having  done  anything  sinful 
is  that  all  our  righteousness  in  the  sight  of  God 
is  as  a  filthy  rag.  We  know  that  "all  have  sinned 
against  Thee  and  come  short  of  the  Glory  of 
God,  and  He  has  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us 
all."  Isaiah  65:6  is  the  only  verse  in  the  Bible 
beginning  and  ending  with  the  word,  "all." 
It  takes  in  every  sinner  and  every  saint  without 
exception. 

When  a  man  realizes  his  sinful  condition  in 
the  light  of  the  Scripture,  he  is  more  likely  to 
exaggerate  his  plight  than  minimize  his  sin.  He 
will  find  more  blessing  in  what  he  has  been 
saved  from,  than  pleasure  in  all  the  worldly 
amusements  he  ever  knew,  and  he  will  joyfully 
look  forward  to  the  eternal  things  for  which 
he  was  chosen  through  Christ's  redeeming  love. 
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Chapter  V 
The  Voice  at  Christmas 

There  is  no  advantage  to  denying  I  was  a 
sinner,  regardless  of  how  many  hymns  I  sang  in 
churches  where  the  congregation,  I  would  be 
told,  from  time  to  time,  included  people  who 
had  heard  me  sing  in  the  theatre.  I  suppose 
singing  in  the  church  was  just  like  putting  on 
another  record,  although  I  was  not  intentionally 
being  unfaithful  to  the  cause  of  Christ. 

If  any  church  member  had  objected  to  my 
presence  in  the  pulpit  because  of  his  (or  her) 
opinion  I  was  not  a  Christian,  I  would  have 
been  very  thorough  in  making  my  claims  to 
being  a  Christian,  if  anybody  ever  was  one.  The 
idea  that  man  can  not  serve  God  and  self  at 
the  same  time  was  old  fashioned,  in  my  opinion. 
But  I  was  coming  to  the  time  when  I  was 
to  get  the  biggest  jolt  in  my  life.  When  God 
called  me  from  among  my  old  haunts  and  asso- 
ciates in  the  show  business,  He  did  it  in  a  man- 
ner that  could  not  be  mistaken.  He  made  more 
than  a  permanent  job  of  it,  too;  He  made  it  a 
matter  of  everlasting  significance. 

I  had  received  fair  training  in  Sabbath 
School.  There  were  fundamental  teachings 
which  impressed  me,  despite  any  effort  deliber- 
ately or  unconsciously  to  cast  them  aside. 
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In  Bala-Cynwyd  is  a  man  of  God  I  shall  never 
forget.  He  is  the  Rev.  Franklin  Duncombe, 
pastor  of  the  Bala-Cynwyd  Methodist  Church. 
Years  ago  he  saw  something  in  me  that  I  pre- 
ferred to  believe  was  not  there.  He  was  inter- 
ested in  having  me  become  a  gospel  singer  and 
evangelist. 

Rev.  Mr.  Duncombe  was  pastor  of  St.  Phil- 
lip's M.  E.  Church,  F  and  Tioga  Streets,  Phila- 
delphia, in  1924.  He  communicated  with  me 
one  day  and  invited  me  to  come  to  his  church 
for  a  week's  campaign. 

Something  else  had  happened  before  this 
invitation  was  extended.  It  was  the  event  that 
changed  the  course  of  my  whole  life,  the 
official  putting  away  of  the  old  man,  putting  on 
the  new;  the  stepping  stone  to  the  invitation 
just  mentioned. 

The  Rev.  John  C.  Bieri,  an  active  member 
of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Conference  of  Phila- 
delphia, also  was  interested  in  my  career.  It 
was  he  whom  God  used  to  put  my  feet  in  the 
path  the  Master  trod. 

Dr.  Bieri  kindly  invited  me  to  sing,  one 
Christmas  morning,  at  his  church  in  Spring  City. 
I  arrived  in  Spring  City,  Christmas  Eve,  my 
first  "night  before  Christmas,"  away  from  home. 
My  host  had  been  exceptionally  kind  to  me  in 
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offering  hospitality. 

I  was  rather  uneasy  when  we  went  to  our 
separate  bedrooms.  Instead  of  going  to  sleep, 
I  rolled  and  tossed,  thinking  of  my  mother, 
step-mother,  father  and  family. 

At  first  I  started  humming  a  few  popular 
tunes.  Realizing  I  was  in  the  home  of  a  fine 
Christian  man  it  occurred  to  me  this  was  out  of 
order,  especially  on  Christmas  Eve.  So  I  thought 
of  the  hymn  I  would  sing  on  the  morrow,  in 
Dr.  Bieri's  church.  It  was,  "God's  Way  Is  the 
Best  Way,"  and  I  commenced  humming  it. 

Then  a  parade  of  mental  pictures  passed 
through  my  mind ;  scenes  I  visioned  taking  place 
on  the  stage.  For  the  first  time  I  realized  the 
setup  was  not  good,  this  combining  jazz,  the 
gospel  and  vaudeville. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night,  quietly,  effec- 
tively, a  voice  spoke  in  the  darkness.  It  seemed 
to  say,  "Be  still  and  know  that  I  am  God."  I  was 
not  frightened  or  upset,  but  I  realized  something 
was  happening  to  me.  Specialists  here  and  there 
had  operated  upon  me,  and  now,  without  my 
knowing  it,  the  Great  Physician  was  present. 
He  was  removing  the  old  man  of  sin  and  inde- 
cision. My  inner-self  caught  up  with  me,  envel- 
oped my  whole  self! 

It  happened  one  night  to  me.    Has  it  hap- 
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pened  yet  to  you,  my  friend?  I  mean  being  born 
again,  changing  from  a  worthless  sinner  to  a 
useful  saint ;  becoming  a  priest,  yea,  more  than 
that,  becoming  a  son  of  the  Most  High  God. 

I  was  all  alone  when  God  spoke  to  me, 
breathed  into  my  soul  and  kindled  the  flame  of 
everlasting  life.  I  was.  there  when  it  happened 
and  I  ought  to  know. 

In  the  process  of  the  most  magnificent  oper- 
ation I  have  ever  undergone,  I  went  to  sleep. 
No  ether,  no  anesthetic  applications,  were  ad- 
ministered. Just  the  peace  of  God  descending 
upon  me,  taking  full  possession  of  my  life  once 
and  for  all.    It  was  fulfillment  of  John  3:3. 

The  next  morning  I  awoke  a  Child  of  God. 
But  I  did  not  immediately  realize  my  responsibil- 
ity to  the  high  calling  that  had  come  to  me  in  the 
middle  of  the  night.  That  is  a  gradual  process. 

When  I  went  into  the  pulpit  to  sing  on  Christ- 
mas morning,  there  was  no  heart  more  grateful 
than  mine  to  the  Christ  Child.  It  was  two  thou- 
sand years  since  His  advent  on  earth,  yet  people 
continue  bringing  gifts  in  memory  of  the  Child 
of  Bethlehem.  I  had  no  frankincense  and  myrrh, 
no  silver  and  gold,  as  did  those  of  old  who  were 
led  by  the  Star  of  the  East  to  where  the  Child 
lay  in  a  manger.  I  had  a  life  to  consecrate  to 
His  service. 
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Two  thousand  years  had  come  and  gone,  and 
here  was  I,  feeling,  I  am  sure,  not  unlike  the 
shepherds  and  the  Wise  Men  twenty  centuries 
earlier  in  the  wee  hours  of  the  morning  on  that 
first  Christmas  Day.   What  should  I  do? 

That  question  had  been  answered  before 
presenting  itself.  During  the  midnight  hour  I 
had,  unknowingly,  prepared  my  own  gift  to  the 
Master  this  Christmas  Day. 

I  presented  my  life,  consecrated  to  His  cause. 
This  was  my  response  to  the  text,  "I  beseech  ye, 
therefore,  brethren,  by  the  mercies  of  God,  that 
ye  present  your  bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy 
acceptable  unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable 
service."    Romans  12:1. 

"I  give  my  all  to  thee,  what  has  thou  given  to 
me?"  was  included  in  the  hymns  of  my  heart  that 
day,  for  I  had  answered,  giving  my  all  to  Him. 

I  sang  praises  to  God  from  the  depth  of  my 
soul.  He  had  come  into  my  humble  heart  there 
to  abide  forever.  I  was  a  child  of  God,  a  child 
in  every  respect  as  was  Jesus.  He  is  now  my 
Saviour,  sitting  on  the  right  hand  of  the  throne 
of  God,  interceding  in  my  behalf.  We  are  heirs 
and  co-heirs  with  Him  to  all  the  vast  riches  of 
the  Kingdom.  Hallelujah,  He  is  a  wonderful 
Saviour,  Christ  Jesus  my  Lord. 
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Chapter  VI 
My  First  Engagement 

Christmas  Day,  1923,  was  the  start  of  my 
evangelistic  work.  Dr.  Bieri  introduced  me  to 
Dr.  Duncombe,  whose  name  I  have  already  men- 
tioned to  show  how  a  Christian  climbs  toward 
Heaven,  step  by  step,  higher  and  higher,  espe- 
cially when  climbing  on  bended  knee  in  prayer. 

There  must  have  been  a  tremendous  differ- 
ence in  the  sound  of  my  voice  that  Christmas 
Morning  of  Dr.  Bieri,  it  seems  to  me,  would  not 
have  talked  with  the  pastor  of  St.  Phillip's  M.  E. 
Church,  about  a  week's  engagement.  I  looked 
forward  to  the  week  of  gospel  meetings  with  an 
inner  delight  and  satisfaction  I  had  not  known 
before.  Truly,  the  text,  which  is  one  of  my 
favorites:  John  15:16,  "Ye  have  not  chosen  me, 
but  I  have  chosen  you,"  was  applicable  in  my 
case.  It  was  now  my  duty  to  "prove  myself 
acceptable  unto  God,  a  workman  that  need  not 
to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  Word  of 
Truth."    Second  Timothy  2:15. 

I  was  nineteen  years  old  when  I  gave  up 
vaudeville  and  started  to  preach  the  gospel  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  How  completely  my  life  had 
been  changed;  it  was  a  genuine  right  about  face! 

The  time  came  for  me  to   deliver  my  first 
message  during  the  week's  revival  at  the  Rev. 
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Mr.  Duncombe's  church.  A  large  gathering  of 
people  was  present.  I  had  wondered  whether  my 
blindness  would  be  a  hindrance  in  my  deter- 
mination to  succeed  as  a  Christian  worker,  and 
I  was  soon  to  learn  that  it  was  to  be  a  vital  factor 
in  leading  people  from  spiritual  darkness  into 
everlasting  light. 

From  the  very  beginning  curiosity  seekers 
came  to  my  meetings.  They  came  mostly  to  sat- 
isfy their  curiosity,  and  eight  times  out  of  ten, 
when  such  was  the  case,  they  stayed  after  the 
service  seeking  salvation.  They  became  curious 
to  learn  the  things  of  God  instead  of  the  speaker. 

There  were  twenty-four  conversions  the  first 
week.  How  many  times  this  number  has  doubled, 
trebled,  multiplied  time  and  again,  not  one  man 
knows.  God  has  a  complete  record  of  every  case. 
I  am  satisfied  because  He  has  given  me  eternal 
life  and  elected  me  to  preach  His  Word.  I  do 
not  desire  ever  to  see  this  record  or  to  accept 
any  reward  whatsoever.  I  only  hope  that  any  one 
who  came  to  the  threshold  of  entering  the  King- 
dom through  our  humble  efforts,  then  turned 
and  went  back  to  a  life  of  sin,  will  arrive  once 
more  at  that  Open  Door,  while  life  lasts,  and  will 
enter  therein.  And  I  hope  that  all  who  came  to 
the  Lord  Jesus  in  any  of  my  meetings,  through 
the  radio  services,  or  in  any  connection  what- 
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ever  as  they  journey  along  life's  pathway,  will 
be  few  in  number  as  backsliders. 

Hold  fast  to  your  faith,  you  dear  friends 
whom  God  sought  out  of  the  ranks  of  the  world's 
sinful  people.  Hold  fast  to  your  faith,  young 
man  who  came  to  Christ  when  you  listened  to 
our  preaching  one  day  in  prison;  hold  fast  to 
your  faith,  sister,  who  was  an  unkind,  worthless 
mother  to  your  children,  until  you  strayed  one 
night  into  our  meeting  and  became  a  new  crea- 
ture in  Christ  Jesus,  a  real  mother  before  it  was 
too  late.  Hold  fast  to  your  faith,  men  and 
women  of  all  ages  and  all  walks  of  life  whose 
paths  have  crossed  ours  along  the  way,  and 
whose  feet  were  turned  into  God's  pathway  from 
the  broad  road  that  leadeth  to  destruction. 

Hold  fast  to  your  faith,  the  fight  shall  not 
be  long.  In  that  Day  we  shall  meet  face  to  face 
in  glory.   Hold  fast! 

To  go  from  one  occupation  to  another  as 
swiftly  as  I  withdrew  from  vaudeville  and  en- 
tered the  pulpit  is  not  accomplished  without 
difficulties  and  discouragement  and  grave  con- 
cern for  the  future.  It  meant  cutting  off  entirely 
the  source  of  a  rather  steady  and  comfortable 
income  on  which  I  had  been  depending  to  accept 
prospects  of  varying  and  indefinite  amounts 
from  week  to  week. 
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It  meant  leaving  behind  that  which  I  had 
learned  to  do  with  a  degree  of  success  to  take 
on  new  work  that  I  did  not  know  how  to  do. 
It  meant  acquiring  skill,  tact,  and  a  comprehen- 
sive knowledge  of  the  Scriptures.  It  meant  gain- 
ing new  friends  because  the  people  with  whom  I 
was  associated  in  the  entertainment  business 
generally  were  not  given  to  religious  matters. 

I  knew  little  about  evangelistic  services  and 
the  various  spiritual  needs  of  a  congregation. 
The  prospects  for  a  successful  future  would  have 
looked  dark  indeed  in  the  beginning  if  it  were 
not  for  two  outstanding  facts: 

First,  God  is  willing  and  able  to  fulfill  all  His 
promises.  When  He  calls  workmen  into  the  har- 
vest fields  and  promises  to  supply  all  their  needs, 
day  by  day,  that  is  exactly  what  He  does. 

Second,  my  experience  in  "meeting  the  pub- 
lic." If  I  ever  had  suffered  stage  fright,  I  was 
over  that.  I  was  accustomed  to  conflicting  opin- 
ions on  the  part  of  the  audience  as  to  whether  a 
program  was  good  or  bad.  I  looked  upon  my  new 
group  of  people  not  as  an  audience  applauding 
what  they  liked  and  jeering  when  displeased,  but 
as  a  congregation  that  was  nearly  always  silent 
during  a  service,  letting  the  preacher  know  when 
it  was  over  whether  they  liked  him  or  not. 

When  I  began  evangelistic  activities  I  was 
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a  member  of  the  Twenty-second  Street  M.  E. 
Church.  The  Rev.  Arthur  Oaks  was  pastor. 
A  kindly,  dignified  gentleman  intent  on  follow- 
ing close  to  the  Master.  He  gladly  offered  his 
guidance  in  arranging  for  my  trial  sermon,  re- 
quired in  order  to  procure  a  license  to  preach.  I 
appeared  before  the  official  board  of  the  church, 
in  1924,  and  obtained  the  license  with  approval  of 
Dr.  Babcock,  district  superintendent,  upon  the 
unanimous  consent  of  the  members  of  the  board. 
A  strong  desire  surged  through  me  to  study 
the  Scriptures,  and  so  I  enrolled  in  a  seminary. 
I  was  a  student  at  the  seminary  about  a  year,  then 
I  entered  the  Pennsylvania  Bible  Institute,  North 
Sixteenth  Street,  Philadelphia,  where  I  was  a 
student  another  year,  attending  classes  during 
the  day* 

I  was  traveling  from  church  to  church,  con- 
ducting revival  services,  while  going  to  school. 
There  were  expenses  involved  in  taking  up  my 
courses  of  study.  Tuition  was  free,  but  it  was 
necessary  to  purchase  books  adapted  to  my  use. 
Braille  work  is  rather  high  priced,  and  I  was 
unable  to  buy  text-books  that  I  should  have  had. 
Traveling  to  and  from  classes  was  another  item 
not  to  be  overlooked,  as  it  usually  was  necessary 
to  hire  a  car  and  driver. 

The  Captain  calls,  and  when  a  man  or  woman 
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answers  as  they  do  throughout  the  world,  the 
Devil  works  overtime  making  things  go  wrong 
for  the  new  laborers  in  the  Kingdom.  Satan  will 
find  you  and  fill  your  mind  with  false  ideas  about 
your  own  security,  tie  you  up  if  he  can  in  organ- 
ized red  tape,  circulate  back-fence  gossip  about 
you.    Surely  the  way  is  beset  with  difficulties. 

But  the  man  or  woman  truly  called  of  God 
eventually  will  overcome  all  things,  through  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  For  the  Lord  never  permits 
His  followers  to  be  oppressed  more  than  they  can 
bear.   I  Corinthians  10:13. 

"For  whatsoever  is  born  of  God  overcometh 
the  world  :■  and  this  is  the  victory  that  overcometh 
the  world,  even  our  faith."  John  5:4.  "Thanks 
be  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ."    I  Corinthians  15:57. 

Probably  the  most  serious  obstacle  to  over- 
come is  that  concerning  finances.  Just  a  small 
matter  of  wondering  where  you  will  eat  and 
sleep  and  how  to  raise  money  for  transportation. 
The  New  Testament  promises,  "Even  so  hath  the 
Lord  ordained,  that  they  who  preach  the  gospel 
should  live  of  the  gospel."  Also,  "My  Lord  is 
able  to  supply  all  your  needs  according  to  His 
riches  in  glory." 

That  was  an  early  problem;  it  is  still  a  major 
issue.  Now  my  outlook  on  the  situation  is  quite 
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different,  for  after  eleven  years  preaching  and 
singing  the  Word  of  God  I  could  not  give  it  up. 
I  feel  as  did  Paul  when  he  wrote:  "Necessity  is 
laid  upon  me;  yea,  woe  is  unto  me,  if  I  preach 
not  the  gospel." 

I  realize  the  necessity,  an  ever-increasing 
necessity,  for  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls,  for  con- 
tinuance of  my  social  service  work,  for  building 
an  orphanage  and  hospital  Christian  in  every 
respect.  This  work  is  really  the  practical  kind 
of  religion.  It  is  an  undisputed  type  of  evan- 
gelism sorely  needed  throughout  the  universe. 
It  is  the  Christian  church  cast  one  hundred  per 
cent,  in  the  role  of  the  Christ  who  said:  "For  I 
was  hungered,  and  ye  gave  me  meat;  I  was  thirsty 
and  ye  gave  me  drink;  I  was  a  stranger  and  ye 
took  me  in;  naked  and  ye  clothed  me;  I  was 
sick  and  ye  visited  me;  in  prison  and  ye  came 
unto  me." 

This  is  one  text  important  enough  to  stress 
in  every  chapter  of  my  book.  To  see  that  my 
wife  and  myself  do  our  part  in  carrying  out  this 
one  true  deed  of  complete  Christ-like  service  is 
our  wholehearted  ambition.  It  is  the  divine 
necessity  laid  upon  us  to  continue  our  work  re- 
gardless of  handicaps,  resources  and  setbacks. 

To  prove  the  value  of  performing  Christ-like 
service  one  need  read  only  a  few  lines  more  in 
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the  Gospel  of  St.  Matthew,  to  find  in  Christ's 
own  words,  the  dreadful  punishment  to  be  meted 
out  to  those  who  were  too  selfish  to  provide  food 
for  some  one  in  need;  too  cold-hearted  to  give 
even  a  glass  of  water;  too  frightened  about  possi- 
ble consequences  to  admit  some  one  into  their 
home;  too  busy  to  have  time  for  visiting  the  sick. 

In  order  to  carry  on  our  work,  we  are  up  early 
and  late,  working  steady  all  the  time.  Even  then 
the  day  is  ended  before  we  finish  all  that  we  set 
out  to  do. 

I  was  even  too  busy  to  stay  at  Dad's  bedside 
in  the  hospital  the  evening  he  died.  My  wife  and 
I  had  been  conducting  evangelistic  meetings  in 
various  places  in  the  summer  of  1934,  when  Dad's 
condition  was  critical.  We  hurried  home  from 
services,  a  number  of  times,  to  be  with  him, 
continually  hoping  against  hope  for  a  turn  for 
the  better. 

We  were  to  be  in  Wilmington,  Del.,  one  Sun- 
day evening.  When  we  found  Dad  was  still  so 
near  to  the  Open  Door  we  cancelled  the  engage- 
ment in  order  to  stay  with  him.  We  did  not  tell 
him  of  our  decision.  Despite  his  critical  condi- 
tion, his  mind  was  clear.  He  sensed  that  I  was 
going  to  stay  with  him  instead  of  preaching  that 
evening.  When  time  came  for  our  departure, 
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he  said  we  should  leave,  or  we  would  arrive  late 
at  the  service. 

I  said  that  would  be  all  right,  we  would  tarry 
longer  with  him.  That  his  illness  seemed  to  be 
keeping  us  away  from  the  Lord's  work  disturbed 
him.  He  insisted  that  we  go,  saying  he  would  be 
happier  when  the  end  came  knowing  that  I  was 
singing  and  preaching  the  gospel  somewhere. 
He  was  adamant  in  his  wish  that  we  go  to  Wil- 
mington, and  with  an  affectionate  good-bye,  my 
wife  and  I  withdrew  from  his  presence  on  earth. 

On  our  way  home  that  evening,  Dad  passed 
over  the  threshold  of  the  Open  Door.  His  send- 
ing us  to  Wilmington,  to  fulfill  our  engagement, 
was  his  last  act.  Before  he  left  this  life,  a  few 
more  souls  had  been  born  again  as  the  result  of 
our  Wilmington  meeting.  They  will  be  there 
with  him,  in  that  day,  when  the  roll  is  called 
up  yonder;  there  because  of  his  unselfish  and 
dying  wish  that  his  son  preach  the  Word  of  Life 
even  in  the  presence  of  death. 

For  many  years  Dad  was  a  saved  man,  lead- 
ing a  true  Christian  life.  Once,  after  the  death 
of  his  second  wife,  he  went  back  into  the  world 
apart  from  Christ. 

It  is  my  intention  to  include  in  my  narra- 
tive as  many  incidents  relating  to  my  life  and 
my  family  as  come  to  mind  and  merit  publica- 
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tion.  There  may  be  several  happenings  better 
omitted  than  printed,  but  used,  nevertheless,  in 
my  story  in  the  hope  that  such  knowledge  may 
lead  to  the  salvation  of  souls. 

In  this  connection  I  will  tell  you  more  about 
Dad.  For  many  other  young  men,  yes,  many 
daughters  of  today,  who  know  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  may  be  in  a  position  to  repeat  what  I 
was  led  to  do,  when  Dad's  faith  weakened.  You 
know,  it  is  easy  to  get  away  from  the  things  of 
God,  to  drift  unconcerned  with  the  crowd.  It  is 
even  natural  to  do  so.  It  is  difficult  to  keep  un- 
falteringly on  the  straight  and  narrow  path;  it 
is  unnatural  to  do  so.  Only  continual  fellowship 
with  Jesus,  meditation  upon  His  Word,  and  a 
blanket,  emphatic  "No,"  to  everything  that 
seems  to  be  of  Satan,  will  keep  one,  unmoved, 
on  Christ  the  Solid  Rock  when  come  the  terrific 
and  unusual  storms  of  life. 

After  the  death  of  his  second  wife,  father 
began  to  show  strain  and  worry  in  an  extraor- 
dinary manner.  A  wholesome  happy  attitude 
toward  life  became  warped  and  embittered. 

He  had  told  me  a  number  of  times,  especially 
after  I  started  evangelistic  services,  how  he  had 
been  saved  from  a  life  of  sin.  And  how,  by  the 
grace  of  God,  he  raised  a  Christian  family,  with 
one  boy  giving  his  life  to  the  services  of  the 
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Master.  So  it  was  sad  to  me  when  I  saw  him 
withdrawing  from  fellowship  with  the  Saviour, 
losing  his  grip  on  religion. 

How  far  he  went  astray  I  do  not  know.  I  often 
prayed  for  him,  even  in  public  meetings.  And 
God,  having  never  failed  to  answer  prayer,  when 
it  was  in  the  interest  of  His  own  children  to  do 
so,  soon  provided  the  opening  that  I  needed  to 
lead  father  back  to  Christ. 

Father  had  been  suffering  a  chronic  condi- 
tion. His  illness  came  to  the  point  where  sur- 
gical skill  was  necessary.  One  day,  when  Dad 
was  about  to  go  to  the  hospital  for  an  operation, 
I  spoke  to  him  quietly  about  Jesus.  It  was  then 
that  I  was  privileged  to  welcome  him  again  into 
fellowship  with  the  Lord  our  God. 

I  praised  the  Lord  for  answering  prayer.  The 
operation  was  performed  with  success,  and  for  a 
number  of  years  Dad  continued  to  be  with  us.  He 
came  to  my  meetings  when  possible,  just  as  he 
and  mother  had  done  when  I  began  preaching 
and  singing  the  Word  of  God  as  my  life  work. 
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Chapter  VII 
This  One  Student 

Soon  after  beginning  my  studies  at  the  Penn- 
sylvania Bible  Institute,  on  North  Sixteenth 
Street,  Philadelphia,  I  found  that  acquiring  an 
academic  knowledge  of  the  Scriptures  was 
rather  difficult.  This  was  due  to  the  fact  very 
little  material  was  available  in  Braille. 

The  instructors  were  patient  and  several 
students,  occasionally,  offered  to  help  me  gather 
notes  on  the  lesson.  I  was  the  only  member  of 
the  class  without  physical  sight. 

One  morning  I  was  unable  to  get  all  my  notes 
on  a  doctrinal  subject.  I  inquired  of  a  student 
sitting  in  front  of  me  whether  his  notes  were 
complete  and  he  replied  in  the  negative.  I  was 
disappointed.  A  young  lady,  occupying  the  chair 
behind  me,  heard  the  conversation,  volunteered 
to  assist  me.  The  information  given  me  started 
a  beautiful  friendship,  for  the  young  lady  was 
Miss  Ella  Stark. 

My  newly  acquired  friend  was  attending 
school  in  the  day  and  working  in  a  hosiery  fac- 
tory after  class.  It  was  sometime  after  we  met 
before  I  knew  that  she  worked.  It  was  necessary 
that  she  study  at  night,  due  to  her  employment, 
and  when  I  came  along  her  home-work  evenings 
were  interrupted  by  my  demand  on  her  time. 
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Miss  Stark,  whose  services  from  the  start 
were  valuable  to  me,  enrolled  as  a  student  at 
the  Bible  Institute  to  fit  herself  for  Missionary 
work  in  Africa.  The  inspiration  for  her  desire 
to  go  to  the  mission  field  was  her  love  for  Christ. 

She  was  a  member  of  Mount  Pisgah  United 
Brethren  Church  and  Sunday  School,  Philadel- 
phia. Miss  Edith  Mertz,  her  Sunday  School 
teacher,  also  was  interested  keenly  in  mission- 
ary work. 

It  is  with  pleasant  thoughts  that  I  recall  our 
first  "date."  Miss  Stark  and  I  went  to  the  Sesqui- 
Centennial  in  a  downpour  of  rain!  We  were 
more  fortunate  on  our  next  evening  together, 
for  the  skies  were  clear. 

Within  the  year,  Miss  Stark  and  I  became 
engaged.  Her  desire  to  become  a  missionary 
abroad  was  replaced  with  a  definite  urge  to  aid 
in  conducting  missionary  work  at  home.  Conse- 
quently, the  Lord  opened  greater  fields  of  service 
for  both  of  us. 

We  looked  forward  naturally  with  keen  antic- 
ipation to  our  wedding  day,  which,  we  decided, 
would  be  June  7, 1927.  We  had  no  sooner  become 
acquainted,  it  seemed,  than  there  developed  an 
inward  mutual  desire  to  join  forces  in  the  fight 
of  right  against  wrong.    We  worked  together  in 
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radio  broadcasts  and  evangelistic  services,  as  we 
awaited  the  wedding  day. 

Inasmuch  as  I  was  broadcasting  frequently, 
it  seemed  fitting  and  proper  that  Ella  and  I 
should  be  married  in  the  studio  of  WCAU, 
where  I  was  most  often  "on  the  air."  At  that 
time,  studios  were  exceedingly  hot  in  summer. 
The  studio,  in  which  the  ceremony  was  to  be 
performed,  was  no  exception. 

The  Rev.  Charles  Ulrich,  pastor  of  Mount 
Pisgah  Church,  Philadelphia,  was  the  officiat- 
ing clergyman.  George  Fraser,  a  brother,  was 
best  man,  and  Miss  Margaret  Stark,  sister  of 
the  bride-to-be,  bridesmaid.  Members  of  both 
families,  newspaper  reporters  and  studio  officials 
were  present.  Miss  Caroline  Thomas,  soprano 
soloist  of  the  station,  sang  "0  Promise  Me,"  and 
"I  Love  You  Truly."  "Aunt  Lizzie,"  who  was 
with  me  a  number  of  years  on  radio  programs 
and  evangelistic  services,  as  my  pianist,  played 
the  wedding  march  from  Lohengrin. 

Rev.  Mr.  Ulrich  began  speaking  reverently, 
repeating  the  marriage  vows.  At  the  proper  time 
I  placed  the  wedding  ring  upon  Ella's  finger, 
and  then  the  minister  pronounced  us  husband 
and  wife. 

"What  God  hath  joined  together  let  no  man 
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put  asunder.  Till  death  do  us  part,"  said  the 
clergyman,  and  the  ceremony  was  concluded. 

This  had  been  more  than  a  wedding. 

It  was  a  definite  public  consecration  to  the 
cause  of  Christ.  Definitely,  we  pledged  ourselves, 
anew  and  united,  by  the  grace  of  God,  to  preach 
our  lifetime,  the  redeeming  message  of  the  Cross 
of  Calvary. 

We  pledged  ourselves  to  carry  on  His  work 
together,  to  seek  and  to  save  the  lost  in  the 
Name  of  Christ  regardless  of  race,  creed,  na- 
tionality, time  or  place.  We  would  demonstrate 
the  practical  kind  of  religion  by  living  it.  This 
consecration  of  our  lives  was  in  the  nature  of  a 
supplement  to  our  marriage  vows,  which  are  the 
most  sacred  man  and  woman  can  take. 

The  service  was  one  of  the  first  genuine 
wedding  ceremonies  broadcast.  In  a  few  mo- 
ments kind  messages  of  congratulation  and 
well  wishes  were  pouring  into  the  studio.  It 
seemed  that  heaven  was  sending  down  a  tre- 
mendous shower  of  blessings.  To  say  we  were 
extremely  happy  is  putting  it  mildly.  When 
we  walked  from  the  studio,  we  were  met  by  a 
long  line  of  messenger  boys  bearing  telegrams. 

Write-ups  of  the  "radio  wedding"  appeared 
in  the  metropolitan  newspapers,  and  in  various 
newspapers  throughout  the  country.    A  day  or 
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two  later,  letters  written  by  strangers,  who  wished 
us  success  in  our  married  life  and  evangelistic 
career,  reached  us  from  distant  places.  A  num- 
ber of  people  wrote  that  they  read  of  the  wedding 
in  their  local  newspaper;  and  a  few  enclosed 
clippings  which  we  are  saving. 

After  the  ceremony,  there  was  a  reception  at 
the  bride's  home. 

Due  to  pressing  engagements,  previously 
made,  my  wife  and  I  were  unable  to  go  on  a 
honeymoon.  I  continued  my  evangelistic  work 
without  let-up,  but  we  decided  that  we  would 
make  our  married  life  a  continuous  honeymoon. 

Mother  and  father  were  pleased  with  my 
choice  of  a  wife.  I  remember,  when  Dad  was 
introduced  to  Ella,  he  remarked  that  of  all  the 
young  ladies  I  had  brought  home,  she  was  the 
first  who  did  not  have  enough  make-up  on  her 
face  to  paint  a  backyard  fence! 
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Chapter  VIII 
Starting  Out  Together 

We  have  conducted  services  in  five  States 
since  the  day  the  evangelistic  couple  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Robert  Fraser  was  formed  over  WCAU. 
We  selected  the  station  because  the  manage- 
ment had  offered  valuable  assistance  in  my 
early  efforts  to  broadcast  the  gospel. 

I  recall,  in  this  connection,  my  first  period 
singing  the  gospel  on  the  air.  It  was  on  a  Good 
Friday  evening.  I  was  booked  for  fifteen  minutes 
as  a  gospel  singer  in  keeping  with  the  season. 
Instead  of  a  quarter  hour,  I  was  on  the  air  one 
hour  and  forty-five  minutes,  having  been  granted 
extensions  of  time,  due  to  the  large  number  of 
telephone  calls  and  telegrams  received  at  the 
studio.  Each  Tuesday  evening  thereafter,  I  was 
presented  over  this  station. 

The  temptation  to  return  to  the  vaudeville 
stage  appeared  a  number  of  times  after  my  wife 
and  I  started  preaching  and  singing  the  gospel. 
The  publicity  which  our  wedding  received  was, 
no  doubt,  looked  upon  by  booking  agents  as  a 
valuable  drawing  card.  Several  offers  were  made 
by  theatre  men  to  induce  me  to  go  back  into 
vaudeville. 

They  said  that  it  would  be  impossible  for 
me  to  support  a  wife  "singing  hymns."    They 
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pleaded,  ""Come  back  and  sing  jazz  and  you  will 
be  able  to  afford  the  luxuries  of  life." 

While  their  offers  were  attractive,  they  were 
not  to  be  compared  with  the  brightness  of  the 
promises  of  God,  and  I  chose  to  believe  Him 
rather  than  man. 

The  proposition,  at  the  time,  reminded  me 
of  the  offer  Satan  made  to  Christ,  when  he  took 
Him  to  the  pinnacle  of  the  temple,  and,  show- 
ing Him  the  world,  said,  "All  that  you  see  shall 
be  yours,  if  you  will  just  bow  down  and  wor- 
ship me." 

To  this  day  I  have  not  regretted  making  a 
decision  to  serve  God  wholeheartedly.  He  has 
richly  rewarded  my  efforts  in  behalf  of  the  King- 
dom, and  I  am  happy  in  the  service  of  the  King. 

Immediately  after  our  wedding,  various 
churches  invited  my  wife  and  myself  to  conduct 
special  services.  Many  calls  came  to  us  from 
small  country  charges,  which  we  were  glad  to 
serve.  But  the  problem  of  transportation  still 
was  a  vital  one,  probably  more  involved  than 
previously.  Expenses  seemed  to  double,  contrary 
to  the  old  saying  that  "two  can  live  as  cheap  as 
one."  Remuneration  for  our  combined  services 
showed  little  increase  over  the  contributions  I 
ordinarily  received.  The  congregation,  undoubt- 
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edly,  failed  to  take  into  consideration  our  in- 
creased obligations.  If  Mrs.  Fraser  were  not  a 
thorough  Christian  woman,  a  good  manager, 
practical  in  every  respect,  activity  of  the  Fraser 
evangelistic  couple  would  have  been  short-lived. 

The  life  of  an  evangelist's  wife  varies  a  great 
deal  from  that  of  minister's  wife.  In  the  latter 
case  there  is  certainty  of  income,  a  program  car- 
ried out  more  or  less  on  schedule.  There  is  not 
always  the  expectation  of  some  emergency  as  in 
the  evangelist's  life.  His  activities  can  not  be  held 
to  a  certain  schedule  over  an  extended  period  of 
time.  He  is  moving  here,  there,  everywhere.  His 
wife,  if  she  loves  the  Lord  and  her  husband,  will 
accompany  him  on  his  journeys. 

Mrs.  Fraser  from  the  very  beginning,  until 
the  present,  has  been  at  my  side  all  the  time. 
There  is  every  indication  we  will  continue  to  be 
partners  in  this  vast  work  of  spreading  the 
Kingdom  of  Christ. 

For  quite  some  time  after  our  marriage  I  was 
presented  at  regular  intervals  over  WCAU.  I  was 
with  this  station  for  five  years.  You  may  remem- 
ber my  Saturday  evening  broadcast,  a  half  hour 
freely  given,  at  that  time,  and  now  virtually  un- 
obtainable, except  for  a  great  amount  of  money. 
With  continued  development  of  commercial  use 
of  the  radio,  my  programs  were  shifted  a  number 
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of  times,  in  order  to  acquire  for  profitable  adver- 
tising purposes  the  time  I  had  been  using. 

It  would  have  been  possible  to  procure  a 
sponsor  who  would  have  presented  my  program. 
I  studied  the  possibility  of  this  plan,  in  deep 
meditation  with  my  Lord,  before  making  a  de- 
cision whether  to  accept  a  sponsor,  or  buy  my 
own  time  on  the  air.  If  I  were  to  line  up  with 
a  sponsor  I  felt  sure  he  (or  the  firm)  would  de- 
mand to  see  my  programs  before  I  would  go  on 
the  air,  and  would  dictate  the  hymns  that  could 
be  sung,  the  messages  that  could  be  preached. 

A  set-up  like  that  did  not  appeal  to  me.  I  pre- 
ferred to  be  independent.  If  I  were  going  to 
broadcast  the  gospel  at  all,  I  would  broadcast  it 
without  interference  and  censorship.  That  would 
relieve  us  of  obligation  to  any  one  except  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  If  we  failed  to  please  Him  in 
our  efforts,  then  we  would  be  disobeying  His 
will  and  would  deserve  to  meet  with  failure. 

Confident  that  we  should  undertake  to  buy 
time  with  responsibility  only  to  the  Lord  of 
Lords  and  the  King  of  Kings  for  what  we  would 
say  and  do,  we  signed  up  for  a  half  hour  period 
weekly  over  WIP.  At  the  outset  we  became 
acquainted  with  John  Hayes,  a  brilliant  an- 
nouncer, who  recently  left  the  staff  of  WIP  to 
accept  a  better  position  in  New  York.  Mr.  Hayes 
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was  present  for  every  one  of  our  532  broad- 
casts over  WIP,  a  distinction  of  personal  service 
few  announcers  have  attained. 

Even  when  Mr.  Hayes  was  promoted  pro- 
gram director,  he  continued  announcing  our 
Radio  Gospel  Hour.  When  he  left  Philadelphia,  a 
news  commentator  wrote :  On  the  occasion  when 
"the  best  of  friends  must  part,"  and  of  the  excep- 
tional length  of  time  Mr.  Hayes  was  the  an- 
nouncer for  our  consecutive  weekly  program. 

Traveling  to  and  from  the  radio  station,  and 
to  the  churches  where  we  held  revival  meetings, 
eventually  reached  the  point  where  a  plan  of  a 
permanent  nature  had  to  be  adopted.  We  were 
employing  a  chauffeur  from  time  to  time. 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  my  wife  and  I 
bought  a  model  "T"  Ford  sedan;  the  plan  was 
that  Mrs.  Fraser,  henceforth,  would  be  the 
driver.  She  was  taking  on  a  great  responsibil- 
ity, for  we  were  accustomed  to  traveling  many 
miles  daily. 

Mrs.  Fraser  has  been  driving  now  for  more 
than  ten  years,  covering  many  hundred  thousand 
miles,  and  has  to  her  credit  a  record  unmarred 
by  accident.  On  trips  to  distant  places  my  wife 
frequently  is  required  to  remain  at  the  wheel  for 
hours  at  a  time,  then  drive  home  after  a  service, 
late  at  night.  She  has  had  plenty  of  experience  in 
[61] 


STARTING  OUT  TOGETHER 

heavy  city  traffic,  too,  without  getting  the  car 
twisted  around  a  lamp  post  or  jamming  into  the 
rear  of  a  ten-ton  truck.  We  have  gone  through  a 
number  of  severe  blizzards,  in  zero  weather; 
through  heavy  fogs,  too,  and  whenever  possible  to 
drive  on  the  highways,  we  went  about  our  work. 

Rainstorms  and  floods  occasionally  blocked 
our  passage  in  the  years  we  have  been  riding 
together,  but  missing  a  service  due  to  hazardous 
roads,  in  unfavorable  weather,  is  a  rare  excep- 
tion. Mrs.  Fraser  is  as  regular  as  the  United 
States  Mail  when  it  comes  to  "getting  through" 
extraordinary  weather. 

Not  only  is  she  an  expert  at  handling  a 
pleasure  car,  but  also  driving  the  Radio  Gospel 
Hour  bus.  A  few  years  ago,  we  had  a  truck,  in 
which  a  tent,  chairs  and  other  equipment  were 
hauled  from  one  church  to  another,  and  Mrs. 
Fraser  drove  it  with  the  same  marked  ability. 


^^o 


[62] 


APPRECIATION 


Chapter  IX 
Appreciation 

From  city  churches  and  rural  congregations 
larger  opportunities  were  opened.  Our  Radio 
Gospel  Hour  from  the  outset  until  the  present 
has  been  maintained  by  the  gifts  of  the  radio 
audience,  both  directly  and  indirectly.  When 
enough  money  is  not  received  through  the  mail 
to  pay  for  our  broadcast,  it  comes  from  contri- 
butions during  revival  campaigns. 

The  Lord  always  provides.  His  ways  are 
mysterious,  and  past  finding  out,  but  of  this  you 
may  be  sure,  they  work  every  time! 

Eighty  per  cent,  of  gifts  we  receive  represent 
sacrifice  on  the  part  of  the  donor.  These  contri- 
butions, averaging  one  dollar,  come  from  a  cheer- 
ful heart.  Many  times  the  gift  is  earned  by  the 
giver  bending  over  a  wash-tub,  an  extra  bit  of 
work  early  in  the  morning  or  late  at  night,  with  a 
fervent  prayer  the  money  will  be  used  in  the 
extension  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  this  earth. 

God  forbid  that  we  should  ever  use  these  hard- 
earned  funds  other  than  in  the  way  intended  by 
the  thousands  of  men,  women  and  even  children 
who  are  loyal  and  true  friends  of  the  Radio 
Gospel  Hour.  Yes,  the  children,  too  . . .  God  bless 
them  ...  sell  papers  on  the  street  corners,  put 
aside  candy,  ice  cream  and  amusement  money, 
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run  errands  and  so  forth,  in  order  to  help  ns  aid 
some  one  less  fortunate  along  the  pathway  of  life. 

I  am  thankful  also  for  the  assistance  of  co- 
workers from  time  to  time.  Their  services  were 
of  tremendous  value,  and  I  shall  always  be  grate- 
ful. I  am  especially  thinking  of  Miss  Elizabeth 
Holtz,  of  Philadelphia.  Known  to  the  radio 
audience  as  "Aunt  Lizzie,"  Miss  Holtz  was  my 
pianist  for  ten  years.  When  our  program  went 
on  the  air,  "Aunt  Lizzie"  was  at  the  piano.  When 
we  needed  some  one  to  accompany  us  to  a  church, 
she  frequently  inconvenienced  herself  to  join  us. 

Elmer  Palmer,  of  Philadelphia,  is  the  official 
driver  of  our  Gospel  Bus.  He  is  a  custodian  of 
the  Leidy  Public  School. 

Mr.  Palmer  is  always  ready  to  do  anything 
for  us  when  we  call  him  at  his  home.  He  in- 
stalled the  heater  in  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls, 
painted  the  interior  and  did  all  the  repair  work 
on  the  Home.  He  helped  distribute  Christmas 
baskets  to  those  unable  to  call  for  them. 

Yes  indeed,  a  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  in- 
deed. I've  always  said  whenever  there  is  some 
kind  of  a  repair  job  to  be  done,  Mr.  Palmer 
will  be  on  the  job. 

His  capable  handling  of  the  bus  has  many 
times  relieved  my  wife  of  the  job,  and  she 
surely  appreciates  that. 
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For  many  years  Miss  Holtz  has  been,  and 
still  is,  organist  at  the  Twenty-second  Street 
M.  E.  Church,  of  which  I  am  a  member. 

A  host  of  others  should  be  mentioned  were 
space  available.  The  list  would  include  the 
friends  at  present  associated  with  me,  volunteer- 
ing their  time  and  services.  There  is  a  record 
superior  to  mine  which  omits  not  the  slightest 
detail  of  service  willingly  given  in  the  name  of 
the  Master  by  saved  men  and  women  in  all 
walks  of  life.  In  that  record  will  appear,  among 
multitudes  of  others,  the  names  of  individuals 
we  must  omit.  But  we  will  never  forget  their 
faithfulness  to  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour. 
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Chapter  X 

Building  a  Church 

Only  once  in  our  constant  evangelistic  en- 
deavors have  I  yielded  to  the  urge  to  fill  a  pas- 
torate. An  evangelist  has  a  certain  work  planned 
from  the  foundation  of  the  world  for  him  to  do ; 
a  pastor  has  an  entirely  different  job.  Accord- 
ingly are  the  various  gifts  distributed  among  men 
called  to  the  service  of  the  Kingdom. 

Of  this  I  am  convinced,  that  I  am  better 
qualified  to  serve  as  an  evangelist  than  a  pastor. 
Golden  opportunities  have  been  offered  me  by 
various  congregations  desiring  me  to  fill  a  pas- 
torate, but  accepting  a  call  would  curtail  my 
social  service  work,  require  a  change  in  broad- 
casting the  gospel,  and  with  management  of  the 
Fraser  Home  for  Girls.  I  might  have  less  burden 
upon  me,  but  I  am  not  sure  of  that. 

My  experience  as  a  pastor  began  with  the 
need  of  a  large  group  of  people  in  Trainer,  near 
Chester,  Pa.,  for  a  House  of  Worship.  That  was 
about  eight  years  ago.  We  had  been  conduct- 
ing a  revival  in  the  vicinity  with  unusual  success. 
Converts  were  coming  nightly  to  God's  mercy 
bench,  asking  us  to  pray  with  them  for  forgive- 
ness of  sin  that  they  might  inherit  life  everlast- 
ing. There  was  evidence  of  a  real  outpouring 
[66] 


BUILDING  A  CHURCH 


of  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  was  cause  for  mar- 
velous rejoicing  among  us. 

So  genuine  was  the  desire  of  a  large  number 
of  families  to  erect  a  tabernacle,  and  install  me  as 
pastor,  that  I  consented  to  co-operate  with  them. 
A  building  contractor,  who  was  among  the  group, 
offered  his  services  gratis.  Carpenters,  masons 
and  others  were  organized;  actual  construction 
of  a  beautiful  tabernacle  soon  was  under  way. 

My  wife  and  I  put  out  our  funds  into  the  work 
with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  I  went  so  far  as  to 
cancel  broadcasting  on  a  number  of  periods.  I 
cancelled  engagements  of  long  standing  that 
would  have  taken  me  from  the  scene  of  my  new 
work.  Yes,  I  even  withdrew  my  membership 
from  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church  in  order 
to  join  the  Undenominational  Conference  with 
which  our  movement  had  become  affiliated. 

Dedication  of  the  Gospel  Tabernacle  was  one 
of  the  tumultuous  occasions  of  my  life.  I  was  a 
happy  man,  filled  with  joy  unspeakable,  and  full 
of  glory.  My  wife  shared  this  undescribable  joy 
with  me,  and  the  congregation  likewise  seemed 
jubilant.  We  began  holding  services  even  before 
the  building  was  completed,  and  souls  were  con- 
tinuing to  be  won  for  the  Master  as  a  result  of 
our  joint  endeavors. 

As  it  is  with  an  individual  beginner  in  Chris- 
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tian  experience,  so  it  is  with  a  new  church.  The 
Captain  calls  for  followers  loyal  -  hearted  and 
true.  And  as  they  respond,  one  by  one,  taking 
the  right  hand  of  fellowship,  or  letter  from  an- 
other church,  the  Devil  already  has  gone  to  work 
overtime  putting  obstacles  in  the  way  to  misguide 
many  members  who  utterly  fail  to  see  Satan's 
hand  in  their  deliberations  and  decisions. 

So  with  the  seed  sown  for  good,  also  was 
seed  bound  to  be  worthless.  I  sensed  in  a  little 
while  that  trouble  was  in  the  making.  Never- 
theless, plans  went  ahead  for  strengthening  the 
congregation.  There  was  a  steady  gain  in  mem- 
bership, a  large  attendance  at  Sunday  services. 

I  was  about  to  broadcast  from  the  church 
when  a  rather  definite  movement,  contrary  to 
fundamental  principles  in  a  successful  pastorate, 
seemed  to  have  reached  a  crisis.  When  a  congre- 
gation is  intent  on  deliberately  opposing  the 
wishes  of  the  minister  in  charge,  then  something 
radically  is  wrong. 

To  many  the  incident  may  seem  a  trifle.  To 
me  it  meant  serving  the  Lord  as  I  believed  His 
Word  dictated  in  strict  adherence  to  my  knowl- 
edge of  the  Scriptures,  or  simply  putting  aside 
my  beliefs  with  a  faint  alibi  God  would  overlook 
my  departure  from  following  my  conscience. 

There  was  a  strong  element  in  favor  of  church 
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suppers  and  bazaars.  I  am  opposed  to  these 
activities.  I  believe  the  Kingdom  of  God  is  far 
from  bankruptcy,  and  is  not  in  any  need,  what- 
soever, of  the  meagre  financial  crumbs  that  fall 
into  the  church  treasury  from  the  sale  of  supper 
and  entertainment  tickets. 

The  congregation  was  aware  of  my  vigorous 
opposition  to  raising  money  for  God's  work  in 
such  a  manner.  Yet  they  insisted  there  was  no 
harm  involved,  no  wrong  intended,  and  contin- 
ued to  hold  social  activities.  Needless  to  say, 
we  came  to  a  parting  of  the  ways. 

No  church  can  long  endure  that  must  depend 
for  its  support  from  the  number  of  people  who 
make  the  House  of  Prayer  a  mixture  of  mer- 
chandise, soup,  salvation  and  superstition.  I 
know  church  suppers,  entertainments  and  auc- 
tion sales  of  rummage  are  popular  among  a  vast 
number  of  Christians  who  see  no  harm  involved, 
no  wrong  intended.  And  so  they  go  on  their  way 
of  blind  service  that  seldom  ever  brings  a  new 
soul  into  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

The  Word  of  God  declares:  Psalms  50:10-12, 
"For  every  beast  of  the  forest  is  mine,  and  the 
cattle  upon  a  thousand  hills.  I  know  all  the  fowls 
of  the  mountains ;  and  the  wild  beasts  of  the  field 
are  mine.  If  I  were  hungry,  I  would  not  tell 
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thee;   for  the  world  is  mine,  and  the  fullness 
thereof." 

Why  should  the  Church,  with  tremendous 
riches  at  her  command,  stoop  to  hash  dishes,  jazz 
and  card  parties?  If  spreading  the  Kingdom  of 
God  is  worth  no  more  than  buying  a  meal  ticket 
or  taking  part  in  a  useless  bazaar,  with  circus 
banners  and  colored  lights,  it  is  worth  nothing. 

My  wife  and  I  vacated  the  pulpit,  at  Trainer, 
and  resumed  our  normal  activities.  We  went 
back  to  broadcasting  the  gospel  on  the  air,  at  reg- 
ular intervals,  and  once  more  conducted  evan- 
gelistic services  in  church  from  which  invitations 
of  long  standing  had  been  on  file.  We  also  en- 
gaged in  social  service  work,  even  enlarging  upon 
our  efforts  in  this  phase  of  our  endeavors. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  return  my  letter  to  the 
Methodist  church,  from  which  I  had  withdrawn 
to  go  along  with  the  Undenominational  move- 
ment. I  was  glad  that  the  Methodist  congregation 
welcomed  me  back;  happy  to  be  again  associated 
with  a  group  whose  strong  foundation,  based 
upon  fundamental  truths,  had  withstood  the 
assaults  and  the  tests  of  time. 

The  School  of  Hard  Knocks  has  been  my 

principal     university,     my     leading     seminary. 

Throughout   the    years    I   have   been   reaching 

definite  conclusions,  based  upon  the  Word  of 
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God  and  its  practical  use  in  daily  experiences. 
Perhaps  I  shall  never  receive  a  diploma  from 
any  current  institution  of  learning  showing  that 
I  have  matured  in  certain  subjects  of  study,  but 
there  are  quite  a  few  matters  that  I  feel  satisfied 
I  know  as  well  as  any  one  else. 

And  who  among  us  is  perfect,  all- wise? 

And  this  one  thing  I  know,  that  Christ  Jesus 
died  to  save  sinners  ...  I  Timothy  1:15:  "This 
is  a  faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of  all  accepta- 
tion, that  Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to 
save  sinners;  of  whom  I  am  chief." 

These  are  a  few  of  my  views  on  proper  prac- 
tices becoming  a  Christian,  and  the  Church  of 
God  on  earth: 

Taking  an  active  part  in  the  Christian  re- 
ligion is  a  serious  business.  Too  many  church- 
goers unfortunately  do  not  realize  this  fact. 
Mixing  the  Bread  of  Life  and  the  Wine  of  the 
Holy  Communion  with  selling  in  the  same  church 
home  baking  and  ice  cold  beverages,  is  far  astray 
from  the  rules  laid  down  by  the  Master  Himself 
for  proper  conduct  in  the  House  of  Worship. 

When  Christ  walked  upon  the  earth  He  found 
an  unsatisfactory  condition  prevalent  in  the 
church  of  that  period.  He  accused  a  group  of 
men  of  "making  the  House  of  Prayer  a  den  of 
thieves."  With  a  whip  He  drove  the  money- 
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changers  from  the  temple.  This  compelling  inci- 
dent in  the  life  of  Christ  probably  was  the  only 
time  when  Christ  showed  His  anger  toward  men. 

After  that  forcible  demonstration  twenty 
centuries  ago,  there  possibly  was  a  temporary 
improvement  in  the  situation.  Business  trans- 
actions which  formerly  had  been  carried  on  in 
the  Father's  House,  no  doubt,  were  continued 
with  the  only  change  in  the  system  of  unfair 
practices  being  the  place  of  dealing.  But  mer- 
chandise salesmen  of  all  descriptions  long  since 
have  taken  positions  once  more  in  the  House  of 
Prayer,  making  it  not  only  a  den  of  thieves,  but 
a  soup  kitchen  and  department  store  as  well. 

Occasionally  what  happened  in  Trainer 
occurs  elsewhere.  Instead  of  the  cooks,  mer- 
chandise men  and  hearty  eating  people  getting 
out,  the  minister  goes  elsewhere. 
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Chapter  XI 

Views  and  Opinions 

How  often  we  sing  the  hymn,  "Rescue  the 
perishing,  care  for  the  dying."  Also,  "Throw  out 
the  life-line,  some  poor  struggling  sinner  you 
may  rescue,  you  may  save."  Seldom  do  we  ever 
think  of  a  whole  church  needing  salvation,  from 
the  minister  down  to  the  janitor,  and  yet  I  have 
found  that  to  be  true  a  number  of  times. 

Christian  people,  everywhere,  pray  for  the 
churches!  Pray  that  the  hearts  of  the  people 
will  receive  the  Lord  Jesus  so  that  the  doors  of 
the  churches  will  be  open  to  God!  Pray  that 
card  parties,  rummage  sales,  all  kinds  of  suppers 
and  auctions  in  the  House  of  the  Lord  will  be 
done  away  with,  and  replaced  with  a  great,  over- 
powering passion  for  lost  souls. 

Pray  that  the  church  of  the  Living  God  may 
see  the  need  of  feeding  the  hungry  and  caring 
for  the  homeless.  That  it  shall  provide  medical 
attention  for  those  who  are  ill  and  crippled. 
That  it  will  carry  the  gospel  to  prisons  and  re- 
formatories. That  it  will  strive,  without  com- 
promise, to  eliminate  the  unjust  condition  which 
permits  city  slums  inhabited  by  millions  of 
poorly  fed,  under-privileged  men,  women  and 
children  and  at  the  same  time  to  exist  vast 
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country  estates,  where  there  are  acres  of  unused 
ground,  and  where  horses,  cattle  and  dogs  are 
fed  choice  food,  denied  to  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  youngsters. 

I  also  believe  that  the  Church  of  the  Living 
God  should  make  adequate  provision  for  the 
care  of  homeless  girls,  regardless  of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  their  lives  up  to  the  time  they 
apply  for  assistance. 

The  Church  of  the  Living  God  should  also 
provide  for  widows  of  all  ages  who  have  no  direct 
means  of  earning  a  livelihood.  Especially  should 
it  be  interested  in  assisting  a  widowed  mother 
with  small  children.  Why,  in  an  enlightened  age 
such  as  this,  should  a  young  mother,  her  husband 
dead  or  missing,  sell  her  soul  to  Satan  in  order 
to  buy  bread  and  milk  for  her  children  and  to 
support  herself? 

Behind  the  bright  lights  of  tap-rooms  and 
speakeasies,  gambling  houses  and  road  houses 
throughout  the  country,  are  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  young  girls  existing  in  sin  and 
shame.   Who  is  to  blame? 

The  easiest  answer  is  to  place  responsibility 
upon  the  girl  herself,  whether  she  is  there  of  her 
own  will,  or  through  necessity,  in  order  to  live. 

[74] 


VIEWS  AND  OPINIONS 


That  may  be  an  answer,  but  it  is  not  a  way 
out  of  Christian  responsibility  or  a  solution  to 
the  problem. 

Why  has  the  church  failed  to  go  this  far  into 
the  dark  wilderness  of  sin,  shame,  despair,  heart- 
ache and  affliction,  to  seek  and  save  the  lost?  Yes, 
even  to  keep  the  fellow  and  sister  Christians  on 
the  right  path?  Does  it  lack  authority,  power  or 
equipment?    What  is  wrong  with  our  system? 

Perhaps  we  are  in  a  better  position  than  the 
average  person  to  know  existing  conditions,  to 
study  the  pitfalls  into  which  young  people 
tumble  in  wholesale  lots,  day  after  day.  But 
the  pastor  of  every  Christian  flock  throughout 
the  land  may  ascertain,  with  little  difficulty,  the 
true  picture  of  things  as  they  are,  and  do  his 
share  to  attack  Satan's  stronghold  in  his  own 
community,  and  from  his  own  community  reach 
out  far  and  wide  for  reform. 

Christian  people,  likewise,  have  no  excuse  for 
ignorance  regarding  the  vices  that  beset  their 
communities,  vices  that  mean  ruin  to  many  of 
their  people,  old  and  young. 

When  I,  being  blind,  know  these  things, 
surely  you  who  have  sight  should  see  the  need 
for  your  personal  service  and  financial  interest 
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in  lifting  souls  out  of  the  depths  of  hell  before 
it  is  too  late! 

"I  was  naked ;  you  clothed  me.  Hungry,  you 
brought  me  food.  Sick  and  in  prison,  you  came 
unto  me,  supplying  my  needs.  Thirsty  for  right- 
eousness and  the  water  of  clean  living,  and  you 
made  possible  my  remaining  at  the  fountain  of 
pure  life. 

"I  was  naked;  you  clothed  me. 

"Naked,  in  sin;  clothed  in  salvation. 

"In  need  of  daily  bread,  unable  to  have  it 
except  through  selling  my  soul  to  Satan,  yet 
hungry  for  the  things  of  God.  You  helped  me 
so  that  my  old  life  could  be  cast  away,  and  I 
became  a  new  creature  in  Christ  Jesus. 

"Thirsty  for  righteousness  and  the  water  of 
clean  living,  while  existing  in  filth  and  disease. 
You  made  possible  my  coming  and  staying  at 
the  fountain  of  pure  life. 

"I  was  sick  and  in  prison.  But  I  was  not  an 
outcast  in  your  sight,  I  was  not  forgotten.  You 
came  unto  me,  administering  to  my  needs. 

"And  now  I  am  treading  upon  the  pathway 
you  trod,  doing  these  things  God  required  of  you, 
now  requires  of  me.   Had  you  not  come  along,  I 
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would  have  died  in  sin  and  shame,  starved  to 
death  for  the  message  of  the  gospel.  I  would 
have  rotted  away  in  the  prison  of  my  own  vices 
and  sin,  had  you  not  come.  No  water  of  ever- 
lasting life  would  ever  have  passed  between  my 
lips,  washing  away  the  scarlet  sin  of  my  soul. 
And  you  . . .  what  if  you  had  not  come?  Suppose 
you  had  seen  me,  hungry,  sick,  naked,  and  passed 
me  by;  what  then?  Why,  in  that  day  you  would 
have  been  with  that  multitude  where  prevailed 
'weeping  and  gnashing  of  teeth,'  and  you  would 
have  been  cast  into  outer  darkness,  forever  cut 
off  from  the  presence  of  God. 

"And  so,  coming  to  me  as  you  did,  you  got 
at  the  root  of  Christian  religion. 

"By  serving  the  least  individual  among  your 
fellowmen,  you  came  in  direct  contact  with  and 
served  the  best  of  all  men  .  .  .  the  Christ  of 
Calvary! 

"You  served  Him  by  serving  me;  you  helped 
yourself  thereby  to  an  abundance  of  good  things 
in  the  life  to  come  by  showing  me  the  best  thing 
in  the  present  life: — the  way  from  sin  and  death 
to  righteousness  and  life  everlasting. 

"And  now  that  you  have  done  this  service, 
it  wasn't  much  trouble,  was  it?    As  I  go  along 
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my  way,  repeating  to  some  extent  a  similar 
service,  I  find  it  the  easiest  and  most  pleasant 
work  IVe  ever  done." 

This  is  my  interpretation,  in  part,  of  the  text 
calling  for  daily  application  of  the  practical  kind 
of  religion  in  every  walk  of  life.  I  have  expressed 
myself  in  the  words  of  some  unidentified  per- 
son; not  one  individual,  particularly,  but  a 
group.  I  culled  the  remarks  from  the  various 
testimonies  which  have  been  written  to  my  wife 
and  myself  during  a  period  of  years. 
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Chapter  XII 
The  Samaritans  of  Today 

Every  individual  doing  God's  will,  serving 
even  the  "least  of  these  my  brethren,"  is  not 
merely  playing  the  role  of  the  Good  Samaritan; 
he  is  living  the  life  of  the  Good  Samaritan. 

If  a  man  perform  a  Christian  deed  once  in  a 
while,  he  has  some  conception  of  what  Christian 
service  should  mean.  When  doing  good  deeds 
becomes  regular  habit,  a  part  of  living,  then  he 
is  no  longer  playing  a  role,  he  is  actually  leading 
a  Christ-like  life. 

We  are  sincere  in  our  desire  to  do  God's  will, 
and  we  do  not  deliberately  displease  Him  or 
willingly  grieve  the  Holy  Spirit.  Personally,  I 
do  love  the  Lord  my  God  with  all  my  heart,  and 
with  all  my  soul,  and  with  all  my  strength,  and 
with  all  my  mind,  and  my  neighbor  as  myself. 
This  also  is  true  of  my  wife,  as  her  faith  and  work 
prove.  We  seek  not  our  own,  but  our  neighbor's 
good.  And  who  are  our  neighbors?  Let  the 
Scriptures  answer:  St.  Luke  10:30-37: 

"A  certain  man  went  down  from  Jerusalem 
to  Jericho,  and  fell  among  thieves,  which 
stripped  him  of  his  raiment,  and  wounded  him, 
and  departed,  leaving  him  half  dead. 

"And  by  chance  there  came  down  a  certain 
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priest  that  way;  and  when  he  saw  him,  he  passed 
by  on  the  other  side. 

"And  likewise  a  Levite,  when  he  was  at  the 
place,  came  and  looked  on  him,  and  passed  by 
on  the  other  side. 

"But  a  certain  Samaritan,  as  he  journeyed, 
came  where  he  was;  and  when  he  saw  him,  he 
had  compassion  on  him. 

"And  went  to  him,  and  bound  up  his  wounds, 
pouring  in  oil,  and  wine,  and  set  him  on  his 
own  beast,  and  brought  him  to  an  inn,  and 
took  care  of  him. 

"And  on  the  morrow  when  he  departed,  he 
took  out  two  pence,  and  gave  them  to  the  host, 
and  said  unto  him;  and  whatsoever  thou  spend- 
est  more,  when  I  come  again,  I  will  repay  thee. 

"Which  now  of  these  three,  thinkest  thou  was 

neighbour  unto  him  that  fell  among  the  thieves? 

"And  he  said,  He  that  showed  mercy  on  him. 

Then  Jesus   said  unto  him,  'Go,  and  do  thou 

likewise.' " 

A  certain  man . . .  fell  among  thieves,  as  the 
Saviour  himself  told  the  parable. 

This  man  was  the  victim  of  circumstances 
beyond  his  control.  He  certainly  did  not  favor 
having  holdup  men  strip  him  of  his  raiment, 
brutally  beat  him,  then  leave  him  to  die  in  a 
secluded  place. 
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There  is  the  possibility  that  crime  was  on  a 
rampage  at  the  time  of  the  robbery.  The  priest 
and  the  Levite  may  have  been  aware  of  the  situa- 
tion, maintaining  silence,  instead  of  protesting 
to  officials.  When  they  faced  the  crime  itself 
with  its  horrible  details,  they  continued  their 
do-nothing  policy.  They  went  their  way  as 
though  nothing  were  wrong,  as  though  they 
were  dumb  animals.  Looking  upon  a  dying 
man,  they  walked  away  without  an  attempt  to 
give  assistance. 

There  came  a  certain  Samaritan.  He  saw  the 
wounded  man;  had  compassion  on  him.  He  gave 
first  aid  on  the  scene.  Then,  putting  him  "on  his 
own  beast,  brought  him  to  an  inn,  and  took  care 
of  him."  When  the  Samaritan  was  ready  to  leave 
the  next  day,  he  provided  funds  to  care  for  the 
stranger,  whose  condition  was  too  serious  to  war- 
rant his  removal  from  the  inn.  The  Samaritan 
also  gave  his  word  of  honor  that  should  more 
money  be  needed  to  adequately  provide  for  the 
wounded  man,  he  personally  would  be  respon- 
sible for  expenses. 

The  cases  that  we  deal  with  somewhat  are 
different  in  detail  than  the  circumstances  regard- 
ing the  story  of  the  Good  Samaritan. 

But  the  need  for  our  assistance  is  as  necessary 
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as  were  the  services  of  the  Samaritan  to  the  man 
who  fell  among  thieves. 

The  priest  and  the  Levite  know  the  true  facts. 
Today  they  are  the  politician,  the  ignorant  cit- 
izen, the  quiet,  peace-loving  church-goer  who 
doesn't  believe  moral,  ethical,  social  and  eco- 
nomic conditions  are  as  bad  as  painted.  (The 
priest  and  the  Levite  apparently  did  not  believe 
the  holdup  victim  was  half  dead,  although  Christ 
in  telling  the  incident  said  that  the  man  was 
half  dead!) 

Most  of  the  girls  who  are  admitted  to  the 
Fraser  Home  for  Girls  are  not  the  type  who 
sought  trouble.  They  could  no  more  avoid  what 
happened  to  them  than  could  the  certain  man 
who  fell  among  thieves.  You  know,  I  believe 
Christ  knew  personally  the  identity  of  that  per- 
son, or  He  would  not  have  referred  to  him  as  "a 
certain  man."  He  no  doubt  was  acquainted  with 
the  priest  and  the  Levite,  too.  They  may  have 
been  in  the  crowd  that  cried,  "Crucify  Him!" 

Christ  does  know  the  identity  of  the  men  and 
women  today  who  are  "priests  and  Levites"  in  the 
sense  they  neglect  and  fail  to  perform  their  duty 
to  mankind,  just  as  He  also  is  acquainted  with 
each  person  who  is  the  Samaritan  of  today. 

Here  I  have  been  digressing,  but  I  hope  the 
point  is  clear,  that  Christ  expects  us  to  "love  our 
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neighbors";  and  that  it  does  pay  in  every  way 
to  serve  Jesus. 

The  majority  of  our  girls  are  victims  of  decep- 
tion, environment  and  the  social  and  economic 
system  permitted  in  a  nation  usually  regarded  as 
Christian.  They  are  not  only  injured  bodily;  it 
is  not  raiment  that  is  taken  from  them;  their  very 
souls  are  stolen  by  deceiving,  ruthless,  moral 
thieves.  And,  believe  me,  such  thieves  are  plen- 
tiful today. 

And  these  men,  when  they  have  taken  all  that 
they  want,  leave  their  innocent  victims  worse 
than  half-dead.  They  leave  them  in  shame, 
poverty,  misery.  These  thieves,  who  sometimes 
call  themselves  shieks,  go  their  way  unconcerned, 
unmoved.  They  start  another  conquest,  hunt  an- 
other girl.  Occasionally  the  reputation  of  these 
persons  is  known  to  the  pastor  of  the  church,  but 
the  pastor  would  not  dare  to  point  out  individ- 
ually the  evil  of  his  way,  the  hell  that  awaits  in 
eternity  as  punishment  for  his  "jolly  good  time 
on  earth."  For  such  good  times  are  really  evil 
times  with  complete  television  evidence  that  no 
man  ever  shall  succeed  in  denying! 

And  so  we  find  the  girls  in  very  embarrass- 
ing, unfortunate  and  unwanted  situations.  We 
have  them  come  into  the  home  when  there  is  an 
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opening;  we  try  to  help  in  some  other  way  if 
we  have  no  room. 

What  is  your  part  in  this  work? 

You  realize  that  the  Samaritan  assumed  re- 
sponsibility for  the  expenses  connected  with 
restoring  the  wounded  man  to  health.  We 
assume  medical  obligations  and  the  responsibility 
of  providing  food  and  shelter  when  the  girls  enter 
our  home.   Here  your  part  begins. 

"And  whatsoever  else  thou  spendest  more, 
when  I  come  again  I  will  repay  thee,"  Christ 
quotes  the  Samaritan  as  saying. 

Will  you  give  us  your  word  that  you  will 
help  supply  the  means  to  aid  in  maintaining  the 
Fraser  Home  for  Girls?  Will  you  say  for  one, 
two  or  more  girls:  "Take  good  care  of  her,  and 
whatsoever  else  you  spend,  let  me  know,  and  I 
will  repay  you"? 

This  would  make  possible  our  serving  in 
emergency  the  helpless  victims  of  today's  evil 
ways.  You,  too,  in  this  manner,  may  lead  the 
life  of  the  Good  Samaritan;  you  may  know  its 
tremendous  blessings  as  we  do. 

And  let  it  here  be  said,  that  our  help  given 
to  those  who  enter  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls 
is  not  the  only  Samaritan  work  we  do. 

We  arrange  admittance  to  hospitals  for  people 
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needing  medical  attention.  In  some  cases  we  take 
care  of  the  entire  bill  until  the  person  is  cured. 

In  no  sense  of  the  word  is  the  Fraser  Home 
for  Girls  a  small  undertaking,  but  much  time, 
money  and  effort  is  spent  in  outside  cases  as  well. 
We  treat  all  cases  alike  and  every  one  receives 
the  same  good  care. 

If  you  are  convinced  of  the  need  of  the  Home, 
if  you  are  convinced  of  the  need  for  the  Christian 
orphanage  and  hospital  which  we  contemplate, 
I  am  convinced  that  you  will  cheerfully  help 
support  the  work.  It  is  not  only  our  work;  it 
also  is  your  work.  Explicitly,  it  is  the  Lord's 
work;  a  great  work  that  can  be  well  done  only 
through  our  combined,  co-operative  efforts.  Let's 
work  together. 


'G^O 
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Chapter  XIII 
An  Unmarried  Mother 

Caught  in  swirling  currents  of  fate  like  a 
leaf  tossed  in  a  storm,  an  eighteen-year-old  girl 
who  entered  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls  in  May, 
1936,  when  she  had  nowhere  else  to  turn,  told 
us  an  almost  unbelievable  narrative  of  cruelty, 
heartache,  loneliness  . . .  and  sin. 

For  obvious  reasons  her  name,  and  the  name 
of  the  city  from  which  she  came,  can  not  be 
given.   I  will  call  her  Rose  Edna  Aker. 

We  believe  that  Rose  Edna  is  truthful  in 
her  statements  regarding  her  experiences.  She 
has  nothing  to  gain  through  falsehood.  From 
our  association  with  the  girl,  in  the  last  two 
months,  we  have  found  her  conduct  and  char- 
acter warrant  placing  our  trust  in  her. 

Rose  Edna  said  that  from  the  time  her  father 
vanished  mysteriously,  when  she  was  only  eight- 
een months  old,  until  the  present,  the  Fraser 
Home  for  Girls  is  the  first  real  home  she  has  ever 
had.  She  lived  in  thirty  or  more  dwelling  places 
and  institutions  in  the  last  sixteen  years.  She  has 
had  to  bear  one  of  the  heaviest  crosses  I  ever 
have  known  any  one  to  bear. 

The  girl  will  soon  become  a  mother.    Ted, 
the  young  man  to  whom  she  was  betrothed,  dis- 
appeared the  day  they  were  to  have  been  wed. 
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Since  the  hour  the  couple  happily  set  the  date 
for  their  wedding,  after  several  unavoidable 
postponements  of  the  marriage  ceremony,  Ted 
has  not  come  to  see  her,  nor  communicated 
with  her  concerning  his  whereabouts. 

If  it  be  God's  will,  I  earnestly  pray  that 
through  Rose  Edna's  contact  with  the  Fraser 
Home  for  Girls  she  never  again  shall  suffer  the 
torture  of  body,  mind  and  soul  as  she  did  in 
the  past. 

Rose  Edna  possesses  a  high  school  education. 
She  is  a  keen  observer,  a  deep  thinker.  Despite 
these  qualities,  she  is  a  victim  of  damaging  cir- 
cumstances. Fighting  a  girl's  battle  alone  in  life 
against  tremendous  odds,  Rose  Edna  lost  all  in 
the  struggle.  Thanks  be  to  God,  she  can  regain 
her  place  in  life ;  yes,  she  can  fill  a  far  loftier  posi- 
tion in  the  service  of  the  Master  if  it  be  His  will. 
And  she  no  longer  will  fight  the  battles  of  life 
alone,  for  she  has  enlisted  comrades  in  her  cause. 

First,  having  accepted  Christ  as  her  Personal 
Saviour,  He  is  now  on  her  side  to  keep  her  from 
yielding  to  temptation  and  to  save  her  from 
deception  and  harm.  And  we  will  do  our  part 
as  the  Lord  leads.  Then  there  will  be  her  child 
. . .  God  be  with  them! 

Rose  Edna  is  the  youngest  of  three  children; 
the  other  two  are  brothers.    After  the  strange 
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disappearance  of  their  father,  who  was  the  only 
support,  Mrs.  Aker,  the  mother,  became  ill.  She 
was  despondent,  bewildered,  penniless.  Night 
after  night  she  lay  awake,  hoping  her  husband 
would  return;  longing  for  word  as  to  what  may 
have  happened. 

The  youngsters,  hungry  and  frightened,  wept 
themselves  to  sleep  almost  nightly.  One  week, 
two  weeks,  a  month  . .  .  still  no  word  from  the 
missing  parent.  There  was  no  food,  no  money 
for  bills.  Clothes  were  wearing  out  and  not 
replaced. 

Mrs.  Aker  sold  pieces  of  furniture  in  order 
to  obtain  money  for  bread.  Often  she  went 
without  eating  so  that  the  children  would  have 
more.  In  no  time,  all  the  furniture  was  gone; 
there  was  nothing  to  do,  except  to  move  some- 
where and  live  on  what  friends  would  provide. 

A  clergyman  offered  a  third-story  room  in 
the  manse.  There  the  stricken  family  went  to 
live.  It  was  winter;  there  was  no  heat  in  the 
room.  Even  worse,  there  was  no  bed  and  not 
enough  blankets  for  the  sleeping  tots  and  the 
mother  who  laid  on  a  bare  floor. 

Eventually  the  Mothers'  Assistance  Fund 
acted  favorably  upon  Mrs.  Aker's  application 
for  financial  help.    A  few  additional  necessities 
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of  life  became  available  for  the  family.  This 
assistance  was  a  bright  spot  on  the  horizon  of 
swiftly  failing  hope. 

But  it  did  not  save  the  family  from  eventual 
separation,  for  Mrs.  Aker,  defeated  by  her  weary 
problem,  suffered  a  nervous  breakdown.  She 
was  taken  to  a  hospital,  the  children  to  an  insti- 
tution, until  she  recovered. 

Rose  Edna  had  passed  her  second  birthday 
anniversary  before  the  mother  again  was  able 
to  take  up  the  job  of  providing  for  her  children. 
Through  the  aid  of  a  welfare  agency,  she  suc- 
ceeded in  having  her  two  boys  and  their  sister 
placed  in  homes.  They  then  were  separated, 
perhaps  forever. 

Mrs.  Aker,  after  that,  saw  her  children  an 
hour  or  two  once  a  month,  at  different  homes. 
Rose  Edna's  series  of  peculiar  and  trying  circum- 
stances over  which  she  had  no  control,  was  begun. 

When  mistreated,  she  feared  to  report  to 
authorities  because,  as  she  soon  learned,  the 
authorities  disbelieved  the  ward  as  a  rule,  and, 
when  the  head  of  the  family  heard  of  the  report, 
he  (or  she)  would  punish  the  child  severely  for 
"talking  out  of  turn." 

In  one  home  there  would  be  so  much  work 
to  do  before  going  to  school  she  was  tardy  for 
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class.  She  would  be  compelled  to  stay  after  school 
as  punishment.  When  she  arrived  at  home,  the 
family  would  punish  her  for  being  late,  return- 
ing from  school!  In  another  home  the  woman 
was  a  dope  addict  "who  had  a  fly  swatter  in  one 
hand  and  a  cat-o'-nine-tails  in  the  other." 

A  German  man,  who  was  the  head  of  another 
family,  picked  her  up  by  her  hair,  struck  her 
with  a  broom  handle,  knocked  her  down  the 
cellar  steps.  Not  once,  but  many  times  he  gave 
vent  to  his  anger  in  that  manner,  for  Rose  Edna 
lived  under  his  roof  five  years!  This  man  also 
was  cruel  to  his  own  children.  As  Rose  Edna 
puts  it,  "there  was  plenty  of  wet  pillows  in  my 
childhood  days."  Night  after  night  she  cried 
until  sleep  brought  relief. 

In  high  school  days,  Rose  Edna  was  inter- 
ested in  sports.  She  was  not  permitted  to  take  an 
active  part  after  school,  because  her  mistress 
would  "knock  my  head  against  the  wall,"  when 
she  came  home  late. 

Another  woman  "was  always  preaching  the 
gospel,  cursing  everyone  who  went  to  church, 
and  abusing  all  in  her  household." 

Rose  Edna  had  been  a  church-goer  and  also 
attended  Sabbath  Schools.  She  had  found  in 
religion  something  she  expected  would  fill  a 
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very  empty  and  lonely  heart.  So  badly  was 
she  treated  by  the  "religious  woman,"  who  ap- 
parently was  a  fanatic,  that  the  girl's  faith  was 
shattered.    She  stopped  going  to  church. 

She  once  found  herself  in  a  home  quite  satis- 
factory and  pleasant.  She  was  happy,  delighted 
with  life.  But  this  was  only  another  candle  of 
hope  that  soon  burned  dim  and  went  out.  The 
wage-earner  and  his  family  were  transferred  to 
another  state,  and  again  Rose  Edna  was  alone, 
plying  the  dark  and  stormy  waters  of  life. 

Eventually  the  girl  was  free  of  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  the  agency  in  the  matter  of  selecting  a 
home.  For  a  time  she  lived  with  friends.  Then 
she  obtained  a  job,  working  for  a  family  with 
whom  she  had  lived.  Her  wages  were  two  dollars 
weekly.  Her  duty  was  to  serve  in  capacity  of  a 
nurse  and  cook.  The  family  consisted  of  a  woman 
who  was  ill,  a  young  child,  and  several  others. 

When  working  under  depressing  conditions 
reached  a  breaking  point,  after  months  of  faith- 
ful service,  Rose  Edna  went  to  live  with  her 
mother. 

And  then  another  unusually  different  matter 
developed. 

After  having  been  separated  nearly  fifteen 
years  from  her  only  daughter,  it  is  natural  to 
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suppose  that  a  happy  reunion  of  mother  and 
daughter  would  have  taken  place.  And  a  happy 
day  it  was  when  this  child  came  home. 

But  both  soon  discovered  to  their  own  sur- 
prise and  astonishment  that  neither  had  nat- 
ural affection  for  the  other! 

Years  of  separation,  hardship,  anxiety,  worry, 
years  of  shifting  alone  and  unaided  robbed  the 
mother  of  her  parental  love,  strange  as  that  may 
seem!  And  the  daughter,  while  fond  of  Mrs. 
Aker  as  a  woman,  could  not  become  reconciled 
to  the  realization  this  woman  was  her  mother! 
It  must  be  remembered,  at  this  time,  that  Rose 
Edna  was  only  eighteen  months  old  when  her 
father  vanished,  and  it  was  not  not  long  after- 
ward when  she  was  placed  in  a  strange  home. 
Then  for  nearly  sixteen  years  one  visit  a  month 
was  the  only  personal  contact  between  mother 
and  child. 

Neither  could  become  attached  to  the  other, 
after  living  together  for  some  time.  As  a  result, 
they  again  separated.  Today  Mrs.  Aker  is  living 
in  a  quiet  room.  Her  expenses  are  met  by  the 
Emergency  Relief  Board.  One  son  is  married, 
has  a  child  and  temporary  employment.  The 
other  son  is  jobless,  unmarried,  living  alone. 

For  a  period  of  time  Rose  Edna  had  employ- 
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ment  in  a  department  store.  She  went  to  live 
with  friends.  Then  she  lost  her  job.  In  the 
department  store  she  had  acquired  a  number 
of  friends.  One  invited  her  to  meet  an  aunt  in 
another  neighborhood  who  was  married,  but 
separated  from  her  husband. 

The  girl  obtained  a  job  as  cashier  in  a  motion 
picture  house.  Her  salary  was  five  dollars  weekly. 
Room  and  board  cost  three  dollars  weekly;  car- 
fare, one  dollar  a  week.  "I  didn't  get  much  to 
eat,"  is  Rose  Edna's  comment  on  this  episode. 

Later  she  became  a  dancer  in  cafes  and  night 
clubs,  and  also  worked  as  a  waitress  from  time 
to  time. 

The  prospect  of  steady  earnings  seemed 
bright.  She  was  pleased  with  the  opportunity. 
But  the  path  of  roses  she  expected  to  travel  con- 
cealed vicious  thorns  which  Rose  Edna  discov- 
ered in  time  to  prevent  what  may  have  been 
even  a  more  serious  downfall! 

The  arrangement  was  that  each  girl  employed 
as  an  entertainer  would  travel  with  a  male 
member  of  the  cast.  She  declined  the  job  to 
save  her  honor  and  her  reputation,  only  to  lose 
both  through  deception.  Rose  Edna  again 
trudged  the  streets  in  search  of  employment. 
Meagre  earnings  were  better  than  no  bread;  a 
dingy  room  better  than  a  park  bench. 
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Since  Rose  Edna  started  finding  her  own 
lodging  quarters — surely  not  more  than  one  or 
two  could  scarcely  be  called  home — she  has  been 
in  sixteen  places.  The  trouble  that  brought  about 
the  present  situation  began  in  a  boarding  house. 

The  woman  who  kept  the  boarding  house  was 
married.  She  lived  with  another  man.  Also  at 
the  boarding  house  was  a  young  chap  to  whom 
Rose  Edna  had  become  attached.  He  had  a  job, 
was  kind  to  her,  took  her  out.  When  he  asked 
her  to  marry  him  she  was  surprised.  She  did  not 
love  him,  she  explained,  but  if  he  would  provide 
a  home,  she  would  do  her  best  to  be  a  good  wife. 
And  so,  delighted  with  the  assuring  thought  her 
single-handed  battle  would  be  at  an  end,  Rose 
Edna  looked  forward  to  the  day  she  would  be 
wed. 

One  more  bright  outlook;  no  doubt  the  most 
glowing  rainbow  of  happiness  she  had  ever 
looked  upon.  Rose  Edna  was  happy.  The  cares 
of  a  thoughtless  world  seemed  lifted  from  her 
slender  self,  for  the  first  time.  She  would  wed. 
She  would  have  a  home.   All  would  be  well. 

One  day  there  was  immoral  conduct  in  the 
boarding  house.  Rose  Edna  had  nothing  what- 
ever to  do  with  it.  It  was  just  her  luck  to  un- 
wittingly  and  unintentionally  learn  what  had 
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taken  place,  and  to  form  a  quick  decision  to 
keep  "mum"  about  it. 

The  matter  involved  the  woman  who  con- 
ducted the  boarding  house  and  her  husband. 
The  man  with  whom  she  had  been  living  and 
who  also  was  generally  known  as  her  husband, 
although  there  had  been  no  divorce,  learned 
some  time  later  what  occurred.  He  found  that 
Rose  Edna  knew  .  .  .  and  having  been  a  friend 
to  her,  said  she  should  have  shown  her  appre- 
ciation by  informing  him.  Angered,  embittered, 
spiteful,  he  ordered  the  innocent  girl  out  of 
the  house! 

The  wrath  that  he  felt  for  the  woman  who 
had  betrayed  him  had  its  full  effect  upon  Rose 
Edna.  Indirectly  his  raging  fit  and  temper 
changed  the  course  of  her  whole  life.  It  brought 
her  to  the  place  she  consistently  had  tried  to 
avoid  even  to  the  extent  of  giving  up  a  livelihood 
in  order  to  go  straight. 

Dejected,  melancholy,  Rose  Edna  went  to 
Ted,  her  husband-to-be,  in  her  hour  of  trouble. 
In  answer  to  her  query  of  what  she  should  do, 
having  no  job  and  nowhere  to  go,  he  said  "we 
shall  get  married  right  away  and  take  an  apart- 
ment." 
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theVr^V116  CirCUmstances  that  course  seemed 
the  logical  one  to  take.   She  agreed  to  the  plan. 

But  the  young  man,  who  was  to  have  saved 

faTtsU         t  m°ment'  8P°ke  bef°-  ^ 
tacts  into  consideration. 

He  was  earning  only  ten  dollars  a  week.   He 

il  "°  m°ne^  -d  h-d  no  way  of  raising 
funds.  If  he  procured  a  license  and  paid  for  a 
wedding  ceremony,  there  would  not  be  enough 
money  to  rent  a  room  and  buy  food.  He  found 
hnnself  in  a  difficult  position.    He  discussed  it 

^z^^«^ '•***»>** 

There  were  two  things  they  could  do,  the 
young  sweethearts   decided.    Each  was  a  risk- 

luclTf^  Eit^r  ^  marri6d  and  *™  ^ 
luck  to  find  a  roof  over  their  heads  somewhere, 

or  postpone  the  wedding,  until  a  later  date,  and 
live  together  until  enough  money  could  be  saved 
lor  the  wedding.  Even  clothing  had  to  be 
pawned  to  buy  food  and  pay  rent,  with  only  ten 
dollars  a  week  income.  But  hopefully,  Rose 
liDNA  awaited  the  day  she  would  be  a  bride. 

One  evening  Ted  came  home  with  a  gold 
watch  which  he  said  a  friend  gave  him  at  work 
as  a  token  of  appreciation.  He  immediately  de- 
cided  that  by  putting  it  "in  hock"  they  would 
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receive  money  for  the  wedding  and  food  for  the 
house. 

Let  Rose  Edna  take  up  her  story: 

"I  remember  the  evening  well;  it  was  Sat- 
urday. 

"We  had  no  food  for  supper. 

uTed  said  he  would  go  at  once  to  the  pawn 
shop.  He  would  bring  home  potatoes,  bread, 
milk,  perhaps  a  small  cake.  We  would  have 
stew,  and  how  we  would  enjoy  it!  We  would 
certainly  wed  next  week;  yes,  definitely,  on 
Tuesday ! 

"We  did  not  eat  together  that  evening.  Once 
more  a  rainbow  faded;  darkness  enveloped  my 
soul.  Despair  and  gloom  came  over  me  more 
than  any  time  in  the  past. 

"The  watch  was  not  a  gift;  it  was  stolen 
property.  Ted  had  taken  it  .  .  .  for  my  sake? 
I  believed  he  did  steal  for  the  girl  he  had  prom- 
ised to  marry,  but  since  then  I  have  doubted  that. 

"Ted  was  arrested  and  taken  to  the  police 
headquarters.  He  went  to  prison  for  the  theft. 
He  was  there  on  the  Tuesday  we  were  to  have 
become  husband  and  wife;  he  was  there  a  week 
later.  Then  friends  succeeded  in  having  him 
freed.    He  lost  his  job;  he  had  nothing. 
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"My  married  brother  came  to  me  to  offer 
his  assistance.  My  people  thought  Ted  and  I 
had  been  married.  When  the  trouble  occurred, 
someone  looked  up  the  record,  to  see  whether 
we  had  been  granted  a  license  .  .  .  and  then  our 
affair  became  public  gossip.  I  hated  it  all;  no 
one  understood  my  intention;  or  seemed  to 
care  that  unforeseen  circumstances  had  forced 
me  to  make  that  most  important  decision  of  my 
life,  when  I  consented,  for  the  sake  of  a  home 
and  security,  to  live  as  a  married  woman  with- 
out having  the  legal  right  to  do  so." 


The  girl's  married  brother  invited  her  to  stay 
at  his  home  until  the  matter  could  be  adjusted. 
He  was  considerate.  He  said  that  the  children 
each  had  been  compelled  to  provide  for  self, 
and  had  not  looked  out  one  for  the  other.  When 
Ted  was  released,  this  brother  arranged  for  him 
to  learn  to  become  a  clerk  in  a  large  store.  The 
plan  did  not  work  out  satisfactorily.  That  Ted 
had  little  education  was  an  obstacle,  difficult  to 
overcome,  in  his  attempt  to  acquire  a  knowledge 
of  the  new  job.  There  seemed  to  be  no  improve- 
ment in  the  situation.  Rose  Edna's  brother,  tired 
of  trying  to  help  Ted,  saying  he  did  not  receive 
the  right  kind  of  ^cooperation,  and  that,  in  his 
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opinion,  Ted  did  not  wish  to  make  good.  He 
had  become  involved  in  petty  thefts  which  re- 
flected upon  his  benefactor. 

After  a  number  of  weeks  passed,  Ted,  who 
had  been  living  somewhere  else,  came  to  Rose 
Edna  with  the  news  he  had  a  job.  Again  he 
requested  the  girl  to  set  a  date  for  the  wedding. 
Rose  Edna  said  she  no  longer  desired  to  go 
through  with  the  marriage.  He  pleaded  his 
responsibility,  said  he  would  pay  the  doctor's 
bill  and  do  what  was  right. 

Once  more  courage  and  hope  stirred  within 
the  soul  of  the  broken-hearted  girl.  She  changed 
her  mind,  decided  to  marry  Ted  after  all.  A 
date  was  set  when  he  would  return  and  take  her 
with  him  to  be  his  bride. 

Ted  had  given  the  name  of  a  minister  with 
whom  he  said  he  was  boarding,  but  he  did  not 
say  where  he  was  working,  or  give  a  definite 
statement  as  to  his  salary.  However,  Rose  Edna 
believed  he  was  telling  the  truth. 

It  was  again  too  good  to  be  true. 

Ted  did  not  come  back. 

When  the  sister-in-law  learned  of  the  ex- 
pected motherhood  she  sent  Rose  Edna  to  the 
home  of  the  girl's  mother.  Mrs.  Aker,  expressing 

[99] 


AN  UNMARRIED  MOTHER 


her  sympathy  for  her  own  daughter,  nevertheless, 
stood  adamant  in  her  decision  that  she  was  not 
able  to  support  herself,  and  could  give  no  aid  to 
her  only  daughter,  especially  in  view  of  what 
was  ahead  of  the  girl. 

Then  Rose  Edna  went  to  stay  with  a  lady 
her  brother  recommended.  A  friend  paid  her 
board  for  three  weeks.  A  kindly  family  heard 
of  Rose  Edna's  plight  and  invited  her  to  come 
with  them.  She  accepted  the  invitation.  While 
living  with  this  family,  Rose  Edna  learned  of 
the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls.  She  came  herself 
to  my  residence  in  West  Philadelphia  and  re- 
ceived an  interview,  in  May,  1936. 

Fortunately,  there  was  an  opening  at  the  time 
in  our  home,  and  we  gladly  accepted  Rose  Edna. 
For  several  weeks  we  did  not  trouble  her  with 
questions  about  details  of  her  situation.  When 
she  offered  to  give  her  full  story  one  day,  we 
were  so  impressed  with  it  we  requested  that  she 
give  us  permission  to  use  it  in  my  book. 

I  was  convinced  it  should  do  more  than 
anything  I  might  write  or  say  to  show  the  need 
of  our  institution — The  Fraser  Home  for  Girls. 

Rose  Edna  calls  529  West  Tabor  Road  her 
home.  It  is  the  first  place  she  has  felt  at  home 
since  she  has  been  old  enough  to  know  what 
home  should  be  like.    After  a  regular  religious 
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service  in  the  home  one  day,  she  said  to  a 
friend :  "I  like  this  place.  I  like  the  way  in  which 
Rev.  Mr.  Fraser  speaks  to  us  during  the  service. 
He  makes  us  realize  the  seriousness  of  sin.  He 
shows  us  how  severe  is  the  penalty  for  unforgiven 
sin,  then  holds  out  to  us  the  hope  of  the  gospel, 
which  lifts  the  heavy  burden  and  penalty  of  sin 
from  our  lives,  through  eternal  salvation." 

To  attempt  to  foretell  what  the  future  may 
hold  for  this  child  of  fate  would  be  foolishness. 

Rose  Edna  sincerely  hopes  the  worst  of  her 
troubles  are  ended.  We,  too,  join  with  her  in 
wishing  her  well.  We  know,  as  I  have  said,  we 
will  do  our  part  to  help. 

If  it  be  God's  will,  Rose  Edna  may  carry  the 
message  of  the  gospel  to  others,  when  she  is  in  a 
position  to  do  so.  She  has  a  strong  desire  to  seek 
better  environment.  She  does  not  wish  to  return 
to  any  former  neighborhoods,  except  she  be  led 
of  the  Lord  to  take  the  gospel  message  there. 

When  Rose  Edna  leaves  the  Fraser  Home 
for  Girls,  we  will  continue  to  be  interested  in  her 
welfare.  We  will  keep  in  touch  with  her.  No 
doubt  she  will  need  our  assistance  from  time  to 
time,  and  I  trust  we  will  be  able  to  help  her. 
Surely,  after  all  she  has  gone  through,  she  is 
entitled  to  relief  from  worry,  doubt  and  bewil- 
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derment  while  eeking  out  an  existence.  Whether 
or  not,  some  one  shall  adopt  her  baby  is  a  matter 
of  conjecture. 

If  any  reader  is  inclined  to  help  Rose  Edna, 
his  (or  her)  assistance  may  be  given  through  us. 
It  is  easy  to  reach  my  wife  or  myself;  we  always 
are  available  without  previous  appointment. 

Rose  Edna  is  only  one  person  we  are  helping. 
There  are  scores  of  others  with  equally  pitiful 
actual  experience  who  need  our  assistance  and 
our  prayers. 

Regardless  of  the  circumstances  in  the  case, 
the  Saviour  would  have  us  help  every  one.  This 
is  our  sole  aim. 


CT^^ 
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Chapter  XIV 
A  Murder  Case 

If  there  ever  has  been  a  time  in  our  Christian 
labors  when  the  work  seemed  to  lag  and  become 
monotonous,  I  am  not  aware  of  it. 

Despite  a  daily  routine  of  traveling,  usually 
a  hundred  miles  or  more,  interviewing  appli- 
cants for  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls  or  those 
seeking  assistance  for  other  reasons;  mailing 
bags  full  of  song  books  and  letters;  rehearsing 
duets  with  my  wife;  preparing  messages  and 
programs  in  Braille,  and  a  dozen  other  daily 
occurrences  keep  us  well  occupied. 

The  hundreds  of  letters  we  receive,  each 
week,  chiefly  as  a  result  of  the  various  radio 
programs,  are  quite  different  than  ordinary  "fan 
mail."  People  as  a  rule  do  not  write  to  tell  us 
how  well  they  like  us  and  whether  or  not  the 
program  was  good  or  bad.  A  few  letters,  of 
course,  contain  criticisms;  a  few  present  helpful 
suggestions.  The  bulk  of  the  letter  writers,  how- 
ever, request  favors.  They  want  prayer  for  a 
loved  one,  relative  or  friend,  who  is  living  apart 
from  God,  and  traveling  at  a  fast  clip  on  the 
road  to  destruction.  They  want  a  favorite  hymn 
sung  on  the  Tuesday  evening  program,  or  any 
other  time,  at  our  convenience.  They  request 
we  visit  a  person  who  is  ill,  or  one  who  had  been 
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a  shut-in  for  a  long  time.  They  urge  us  to  per- 
form certain  services  in  line  of  duty  in  connection 
with  social  service  activities. 

They  tell  of  personal  happiness  in  serving 
the  Lord.  Converts  who  found  salvation  in  one 
of  our  meetings  or  at  his  home  when  our  pro- 
gram was  on  the  air  write  concerning  their  expe- 
riences and  occasionally  seek  spiritual  guidance 
in  difficulties  confronting  them  in  their  new  life. 

We  try  to  give  personal  attention  to  every 
request,  regardless  of  the  nature,  and  we  attempt 
to  acknowledge  as  many  letters  as  possible.  But 
the  work,  in  no  sense  of  the  word,  ever  reaches 
a  point  of  becoming  monotonous. 

Apart  from  our  usual  schedule  there  are  inci- 
dents of  outstanding  significance.  These  often 
are  encountered  while  performing  some  routine 
service.  For  instance,  there  is  the  case  of  two 
young  men.  My  wife  and  I  were  holding  revival 
services  in  Swedesboro,  N.  J.,  and  we  were  asked 
to  go  to  a  prison  in  Media,  Pa. 

There  we  met  Phillips  and  Parker. 

Two  young  men,  found  guilty  of  murder, 
awaiting  death  within  a  week  in  the  electric 
chair,  when  we  came  to  know  them. 

Parker  was  anxious  to  learn  the  Scriptures 
when  we  talked  to  him  in  the  cell.  At  the  time, 
he  and  Phillips  were  awaiting  a  decision  by 
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the  State  Board  of  Pardons  on  an  application 
for  commutation  of  the  death  sentence.  They 
realized  there  was  scarcely  a  chance  anything 
could  be  done;  they  were  not  ready  to  die.  And 
neither  was  the  young  man  they  had  slain. 

The  State  Board  of  Pardons  refused  commu- 
tation. Governor  John  S.  Fisher  would  not 
intervene. 

The  board,  in  refusing  clemency,  rejected 
the  plea  of  their  attorney,  that  Phillips  was 
mentally  subnormal  and  that  Parker  had  not 
fired  the  shot  that  killed  the  son  of  a  deputy 
prothonotary. 

The  District  Attorney  said  that  both  had 
confessed  to  a  series  of  holdups  and  robberies 
committed  before  they  killed  a  young  man. 
Mothers  of  both  prisoners  were  present  at  the 
jail  when  word  came  that  the  extreme  penalty 
would  be  required  of  their  sons. 

The  newspapers  printed  a  lengthy  article, 
which  said,  in  part: 

"The  slayers  will  be  removed  to  the  death 
house  at  Rockview  some  time  between  this  after- 
noon and  Saturday,  it  being  the  custom  to  have 
those  who  are  condemned  to  die  in  their  last 
place  of  abode  forty-eight  hours  before  they  are 
executed. 

"Yesterdav    afternoon    both    Phillips    and 
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Parker  were  visited  by  Rev.  Robert  Fraser, 
blind  evangelist,  who  is  at  present  located  in  this 
city.  The  widely  known  gospel  singer  and  his 
wife  spoke  words  of  consolation  to  the  men  and 
Phillips  and  Parker  seemed  hopeful  they  would 
yet  dodge  the  chair." 

It  was  the  next  day,  after  our  visit  to  the 
cells  of  the  condemned  men,  when  they  learned 
their  fate. 

Phillips,  in  subsequent  interviews,  definitely 
reached  out  for  the  mercy  arms  of  the  Gentle 
Jesus,  asking  forgiveness.  He  read  the  Bible 
constantly.  He  requested  that  I  walk  the  last 
mile  with  him,  that  I  be  present  in  the  death 
cell.  Parker,  too,  hoped  for  salvation,  appre- 
ciated our  efforts  in  his  behalf.  It  was  arranged 
that  I  would  be  present  at  the  electrocution. 

The  news  that  Phillips  had  thrown  himself 
upon  the  mercy  of  God  was  received  with  rejoic- 
ing by  his  young  wife  and  his  mother. 

His  wife  entrusted  with  us  her  last  letter  to 
him.  It  was  one  of  the  most  pathetic  letters  ever 
read  to  me.  It  shows  beyond  a  reasonable  doubt 
the  need  for  practical  religion  on  the  part  of 
church-going  people  everywhere.  I  do  not  desire 
to  go  so  far  as  to  place  responsibility  for  murder 
at  the  door  of  religion,  because  there  has  been 
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murder  ever  since  Cain  killed  Abel,  and  it  will 
not  be  wiped  out  until  Jesus  conies. 

I  do  believe,  however,  that  in  many  instances 
murder  is  the  final  chapter  in  a  careless  life  that 
began  with  an  intoxicating  drink  or  another 
trifling,  but  harmful  episode.  A  habit  that  may 
have  been  checked  by  a  Christian  man  or  woman 
merely  taking  a  slight  interest  in  spreading  the 
gospel  in  his  or  her  own  community. 

Let  the  widow  of  the  condemned  Phillips 
speak  for  herself. 

This,  in  part,  is  the  letter,  which  we  have: 
"Darling  Sweetheart: 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fraser  were  around  to  see 
me  this  morning,  and  he  told  me  he  was  with 
you  until  the  last,  today,  and  how  brave  you 
were.  Bill,  darling,  I  am  so  glad  you  accepted 
Christ,  and  by  your  accepting  Him  it  has  made 
two  others  do  the  same  thing.  Your  mother  and 
your  wife,  Pauline.  Mr.  Fraser  told  me  your 
last  wish,  that  I  would  forgive  you  and  forget 
the  past.  If  you  have  done  things  that  you  call 
wrong  towards  me,  I  forgive  you  with  all  my 
heart  and  soul,  but,  dear,  I  have  loved  you 
through  all.  If  I  had  been  a  really  and  truly 
Christian,  my  love  for  you  should  have  changed 
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your  ways  in  life.   With  God's  help,  I  will  never 
go  back  on  Him  again. 

"When  I  think  of  the  wonderful  place  you  are 
going  and  know  that  you  will  fall  asleep  in 
Jesus,  could  I  wish  to  have  you  back  in  this 
dreary  world.  Sweetheart,  I  would  not  be 
afraid  to  die  now,  but  I  would  be  afraid  to  face 
this  world  if  I  did  not  know  that  God  will  guide 
me  and  take  care  of  me.  When  He  sees  fit  He 
will  take  me  home  with  Him  where  you,  my 
beloved  husband,  will  be  waiting  for  me. 

"Sweetheart,  I  promised  last  night  that  I 
would  live  right  for  the  sake  of  Doris  and  raise 
her  up  as  a  follower  of  Christ.  I  want  to  assure 
you  here  on  paper  that  I  mean  it  and  will  do  it 
with  God's  help.  I  also  promised  that  I  would 
stick  by  your  mother  and  I  will.  We  know,  dear 
heart,  that  her  life,  as  well  as  ours,  hasn't  been 
what  it  should.  But  she,  too,  has  accepted  Christ 
and  if  I  can  be  the  one  to  help  her  keep  her 
word  I  will  do  it. 

"As  you  said  last  night,  maybe  one  can  be 
the  means  of  keeping  the  other  on  the  straight 
and  narrow  path. 

"I  think  I  have  said  all  that  I  can  except  this: 
With  God's  help  I  will  see  you  in  Heaven  some 
time  soon;  also  our  darling  baby  girl,  Doris. 
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"I  am  leaving  you  in  God's  hands,  darling, 
and  pray  that  I  might  join  you  soon.  All  my  love, 
your  wife,  Pauline." 


Note  the  words  of  wisdom  coming  from  a 
death  cell,  repeated  by  a  loved  one :  "As  you  said 
last  night,  one  can  be  the  means  of  keeping  the 
other  on  the  straight  and  narrow  path." 

Husband  and  wife  and  mother  learned  the 
secret  too  late.  One  can  help  the  other;  but  it 
will  not  help  this  mother's  son  at  this  late  date. 
In  the  years  when  such  a  plan  could  have  been 
adopted,  little  or  no  thought  was  given  to  right- 
eous living.  All  were  on  the  broad  highway  that 
leadeth  to  destruction.  A  swift  twist  of  fate,  a 
trigger  pulled  in  a  moment  of  desperation; 
murder  .  .  .  then  suddenly  all  are  plunged  into 
the  valley  and  the  shadow  of  death. 

In  a  little  while  they  emerge  from  the  valley, 
but  one  or  more  loved  ones  are  missing.  They 
have  reached  the  straight  and  narrow  path 
through  extreme  sorrow  and  death  when  they 
long  before  could  have  come  by  the  way  of  Cal- 
vary through  Him  who  said :  "I  am  the  way,  the 
truth  and  the  life." 
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The  newspapers  later  carried  this  news  item: 

"Jesse  G.  Parker,  of  Media,  who 
was  electrocuted  at  Rockview  peniten- 
tiary, Monday  morning,  will  be  bur- 
ied this  afternoon  at  Mount  Hope 
Cemetery.  Services  will  be  held  at  2 
o'clock.  The  Rev.  F.  A.  Manlove,  of 
the  Media  Methodist  Church,  will  have 
charge  of  the  services. 

"William  R.  Phillips,  who  was 
electrocuted  the  same  morning,  will  be 
buried,  tomorrow  afternoon,  at  1 
o'clock.  The  blind  evangelist,  Rev. 
Robert  Fraser,  will  be  in  charge.  He 
will  be  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Guy  E. 
Kagey,  of  Christ  Protestant  Episcopal 
Church,  Media. 

"Both  Mr.  Fraser  and  Mr.  Kagey 
were  to  have  been  present  during  the 
last  minutes  of  the  condemned  men, 
but  their  machine  broke  down  at 
Lewistown  and  they  arrived  at  Rock^ 
view  as  the  last  electrocution  was  tak- 
ing place." 

In    our   files    are    a    dozen   letters    or   more 
written  by  a  young  man  in  jail  on  a  much  lesser 
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charge.  Through  us  the  Word  of  Life  reached 
his  ears,  and  he  became  a  new  creature  in  Christ 
Jesus.  There  is  no  doubt  that  this  young  man 
will  be  among  us  in  that  day  when  all  stand  in 
the  presence  of  the  Most  High  God.  Before 
it  was  too  late,  he  turned  from  a  life  of  sin  and 
crime  and  became  a  law-abiding  citizen;  became 
also,  a  citizen  of  heaven.  Today  he  is  doing  well. 
God  is  prospering  him,  and  has  been  with  him 
through  the  years  of  depression. 

One  of  his  letters,  written  in  prison,  reads, 
in  part: 

"My  Dear  Friend: 

"I  say  friend  because  I  want  you  to 
be  my  friend.  I  am  writing  you  first  to 
tell  you  how  much  good  you  already 
have  done  for  me,  and  asking  you  to 
come  back  to  visit  and  talk  with  us 
again. 

"Tell  us  of  God  and  His  teachings, 
for,  my  dear  friend,  if  there  ever  was  a 
man  who  needed  the  Word  of  God,  and 
who  wants  to  hear  the  Word  of  God, 
it  is  myself.  I  want  to  tell  you  that  it 
has  been  only  a  short  time  since  I  ever 
thought  of  taking  Jesus  into  my  heart 
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and  believe  me  when  I  say  I  feel  like 
a  new  man. 

"It  is  difficult  in  a  place  of  this  kind 
to  be  as  good  as  one  should,  but  I  am 
trying  real  hard  to  live  down  the  past. 
Much  has  been  like  a  horrible  dream. 
You  can  understand  me  when  I  say  my 
life  has  been  Broadway  after  dark. 
Other  people's  money.  And  prison.  I 
have  had  my  share.  I  thought  the  world 
owed  me  a  living  and  went  out  to  col- 
lect. It  was  a  mistaken  belief,  and 
now  I  am  paying  my  debt  to  society. 

"I  have  a  very  good  wife  and  two 
fine  boys.  My  wife  always  has  lived  in 
hope  that  the  day  would  come  when  I 
would  reform  and  take  Jesus  into  my 
heart,  and  now  she  is  happy.  I  am 
going  out  into  the  world  to  make  good, 
and  to  live  the  life  of  a  Christian. 

"When  my  wife  visited  me  in  other 
prisons  while  I  was  serving  time,  and 
would  ask  me  what  I  intended  to  do 
when  I  got  out,  I  would  tell  her  I  was 
going  to  make  someone  pay  for  the 
time  I  was  behind  the  bars.  Now  I 
can  say  I  have  no  desire  for  the  fast 
life,  nor  for  the  so-called  easy  money. 
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"I  would  treasure  a  few  lines  from 
you.  If  you  find  time  to  write,  it  would 
give  me  much  pleasure.  Now,  before 
I  close  I  want  to  tell  you  our  good 
friend,  Roy,  is  going  to  have  us  meet 
when  I  get  out  to  ask  you  and  your 
good  wife  to  pray  for  me  that  I  may 
learn  to  know  God  as  I  should,  and  be- 
come a  better  man.  Each  night,  as  I 
pray,  I  think  of  you  and  pray  for  you." 
In  another  letter  he  writes: 

"Received  your  most  welcome  letter 
and  you  may  be  sure  I  was  pleased  to 
hear  from  you.  Also  to  receive  the 
New  Testament  for  which  I  cannot 
thank  you  enough.  I  know  what  good 
it  will  do  for  me.  I  read  it  through  and 
I  could  not  imagine  anyone  spending 
so  much  time  underlining  the  verses  as 
you  did  for  my  sake. 

"It  must  be  wonderful  to  work  for 
God.  Do  you  think  some  day  I  may  be 
able  to  do  the  same  thing?" 

In  another  letter,  also  written  in  prison,  our 
friend  said  that  he  appreciated  our  efforts  in 
his  behalf  toward  getting  a  parole;  also  the 
number  of  times  we  drove  a  long  distance  from 
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our  home  to  the  jail  in  order  to  visit  him.  "I  am 
in  no  position  to  repay  you  now,"  he  said,  adding, 
"But  time  will  tell." 

And  time  did  tell.  We  have  no  cause  for 
regret. 

There  are  many  other  instances  that  I  could 
mention.  Some  material  on  the  various  types 
of  men  and  women  who  accepted  salvation  in 
our  meetings  also  would  be  of  interest,  for  they 
came  from  all  walks  of  life  and  knelt  humbly  at 
the  mercy  bench,  all  intent  on  a  two-fold  pur- 
pose: forgiveness  of  sin  and  everlasting  life. 


CT^^ 
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Friends  of  the  Gospel  Hour 

Have  35,000  Hymn  Books 
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Chapter  XV 
Social  Service  Tasks 

I  stress  the  value  of  practical  Christian  liv- 
ing not  only  in  this  true  story  of  my  life,  but 
also  in  my  preaching,  and,  more  important  than 
all,  by  demonstrating  it  in  my  own  life. 

The  social  service  work  requires  a  great  deal 
of  detailed  investigation  and  recording  in  our 
books.  I  have  the  assistance  of  a  secretary  and 
bookkeeper  in  the  social  service  department. 

The  cost  of  artificial  limbs — $125  each — is 
only  one  item  in  the  ledger.  Provision  also  must 
be  made  to  supply  wheel  chairs,  radios  for  shut- 
ins,  furniture  when  the  need  for  it  is  urgent, 
baby  coaches,  cribs  and  whatnot. 

For  the  last  three  years  we  have  been  giving 
baskets  of  groceries  at  Thanksgiving  and  Christ- 
mas to  those  in  need.  We  packed  two  hundred 
baskets  at  Thanksgiving  and  three  hundred  at 
Christmas,  for  families  requiring  assistance  in 
1935.  We  sent  a  letter  to  the  prospective  recip- 
ient, enclosing  carfare  so  that  each  one  might 
come  direct  and  claim  his  basket  at  our  head- 
quarters. 

In  addition,  we  arranged  six  Christmas  par- 
ties, for  children  and  adults  in  a  M.  E.  Old  Folk's 
Home,  one  incurable  home  and  a  home  for 
aged  blind. 
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We  also  place  a  large  number  of  girls  in 
gainful  positions  from  time  to  time. 

Recently  a  man  leaving  prison  a  new  crea- 
ture in  Christ  Jesus  was  given  food  and  clothing 
to  last  until  he  received  his  first  pay  envelope 
from  working  where  we  were  able  to  place  him. 
We  do  all  that  we  can  to  help  converts  regard- 
less of  where  and  how  we  find  them,  so  long  as 
their  conversion  is  genuine. 

If  some  one  were  to  say  we  were  a  miniature 
Salvation  Army  modesty  would  not  permit  me 
to  accept  the  compliment.  Yet  in  the  midst  of 
our  activities  I  sometimes  feel  there  is  more  on 
my  hands  than  one  man  can  do. 

The  cost  of  providing  artificial  limbs  is  held 
at  a  minimum  because  the  manufacturer  desires 
to  cooperate  with  me.  He  fits  each  limb  per- 
sonally, having  the  man  or  woman  who  eventually 
will  use  it  come  to  his  establishment  for  meas- 
urement. When  the  limb  is  fitted,  arrangements 
are  made  for  the  recipient  to  come  to  the  studio, 
on  Tuesday  night,  and  personally  thank  the 
radio  audience  for  contributing  toward  the  pur- 
chase price  of  the  limb. 
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Chapter  XVI 
The  Fraser  Home  For  Girls 

To  provide  adequate  shelter  for  girls  in  time 
of  trouble  has  been  one  of  my  aims  in  the  min- 
istry for  some  time.  My  view  on  this  subject  has 
been  enlarged  upon  in  a  previous  chapter.  I  feel 
the  Church  of  the  Living  God  should  unite  unsel- 
fishly, losing  sight  of  denomination,  to  make 
proper  provisions  for  young  people.  Not  only 
after  they  stumble  into  a  pitfall,  but  of  greater 
import,  save  them  from  pitfalls ! 

The  original  cost  of  the  property  at  529  Tabor 
Road,  Olney,  where  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls 
is  located,  was  $5,000.  At  the  present  time  the 
mortgage  is  $3500.  The  building  was  opened 
October  10,  1934.  It  is  of  brick  construction, 
three  stories  high,  with  all  modern  conveniences. 
A  matron  is  employed  full  time. 

Eminent  physicians  are  in  charge  of  the  med- 
ical administration.  Fifteen  men  comprise  the 
board  of  directors  operating  the  Fraser  Radio 
Gospel  Hour  Social  Service  Association.  The 
board  was  created  in  1936  to  aid  in  meeting  the 
needs  of  our  work  and  in  compliance  with  State 
requirements.  However,  we  receive  absolutely 
no  financial  aid  from  the  State. 

The  Home  for  Girls  is  a  phase  of  the  radio 
ministry  very  near  and  dear  to  my  heart.    Pre- 
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vious  to  the  opening  of  the  Home,  my  wife  and  I 
carried  on  this  work  in  our  own  residence  at  7013 
West  Passyunk  Avenue.  Due  to  the  fact  that  the 
work  grew  so  rapidly,  the  Lord  laid  it  upon  my 
heart  to  open  this  Home  for  Girls.  The  purpose 
is  to  help  girls  who  are  harmless  and  friendless, 
who  are  willing  to  listen  to  the  Gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  go  out  into  the  world  not  as  de- 
pendents on  others,  but  to  learn  their  own  living 
and  pay  their  own  way  through  life. 

The  Home  is  open  not  only  to  girls  who  fall 
by  the  wayside,  becoming  mothers  out  of  wed- 
lock, but  also  for  those  in  other  unfortunate 
circumstances. 

Admission  to  the  Home  is  not  confined  to 
persons  of  any  one  denomination.  However, 
before  a  girl  may  enter  the  Home  she  must  un- 
dergo a  thorough  physical  examination,  and  if 
any  contagious  disease  is  found,  she  can  not, 
of  course,  be  permitted  to  enter.  When  an  appli- 
cant is  entered  there  is  no  charge  whatsoever, 
and  when  she  leaves  she  is  not  expected  to  com- 
pensate the  Home. 

In  the  first  year,  twenty-seven  children  were 
born  out  of  wedlock.  The  mothers  are  now  em- 
ployed, and  are  leading  clean,  respectable  lives. 

Starting  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls  on  a  small 
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scale  rather  than  raise  a  big  sum  of  money  for 
the  purchase  of  larger  headquarters  has  enabled 
us  to  gain  valuable  experience  in  management  so 
that  we  now  feel  more  qualified  to  conduct  a 
better  equipped  institution  with  greater  capacity 
for  patients. 

There  is  a  growing  need  for  a  larger  place, 
as  I  no  doubt  will  mention  a  number  of  times 
when  discussing  this  important  angle  of  my 
work.  It  is  not  easy  to  turn  down  applicants 
who  are  in  need  of  a  friend  when  they  come  to 
us  if  ever  they  were  in  need  of  one.  It  grieves 
both  my  wife  and  myself  when  we  are  called 
upon  to  permit  some  one  to  enter  the  Home  and 
must  turn  down  the  applicant  in  her  hour  of 
trouble  and  heartache  because  there  is  no  room 
for  another  person  in  the  Home,  and  nowhere 
else  that  we  can  send  her. 

(As  this  book  goes  to  press,  we  are  preparing 
to  open  a  second  home  for  girls.  It  is  located  at 
Seventieth  Street  and  Dicks  Avenue,  West  Phil- 
adelphia. The  opening  date  is  September  1, 
1936.  It  is  not  as  large  as  we  should  like,  but 
we  are  unable  to  do  more  at  present.) 

Devotions  are  held  regularly  in  the  Home, 
and  prayer  meetings  take  place  several  times 
each  week.   The  girls  who  come  to  us,  suffering 
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as  a  result  of  past  mistakes,  hear  preached  God's 
cleansing  message,  "Thy  sins  are  forgiven  thee, 
go  and  sin  no  more."  When  members  of  the 
Home  leave,  we  feel  confident  there  will  be  no 
repetition  of  their  dreadful  blunders,  no  more 
living  apart  from  Christ. 

The  girls  take  turn  at  cooking,  and  are 
taught  domestic  science  if  their  knowledge  on 
that  subject  is  limited  when  admitted.  They 
do  their  own  sewing,  keep  their  own  rooms. 
This  does  not  mean  that  supervision  is  lax;  in- 
stead, we  feel  that  in  encouraging  the  girls  to 
assume  these  responsibilities  they  become  part 
of  our  plan  of  management.  This  also  is  fitting 
them  for  future  independence  and  employment. 

Maintenance  of  the  Home  costs  on  an  aver- 
age of  $150  weekly.  Our  combined  activities 
require  an  expenditure  of  $2000  a  month.  Con- 
sidering that  nearly  all  our  gifts  average  $1.00, 
the  heavy  correspondence  we  receive  may  be 
realized  to  some  extent. 

Hundreds  apply  solely  in  the  hope  of  getting 
employment.  Having  no  income  is  not  a  matter 
of  keeping  the  wolf  from  their  door,  as  we  ordi- 
narily refer  to  dire  circumstances.  Instead,  it  is 
a  matter  of  keeping  a  pure  soul  from  Satan.  We 
strive  to  place  in  Christian  homes  every  girl 
worthy  of  our  help,  and  when  one  is  found  un- 
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worthy,  we  do  all  we  possibly  can  to  claim  her 
life  for  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  (II  Corinthians 
5:17)  When  her  past  has  been  cleansed  in  the 
blood  that  flowed  from  Calvary,  and  she  became 
a  new  creature  in  Christ  Jesus,  then  we  are  pre- 
pared to  cooperate  with  her  toward  obtaining 
a  job. 

1.  The  Choir  and  Orchestra 

The  choir  of  100  voices  under  direction  of 
Thomas  R.  McMillen,  of  Philadelphia,  is  a  real 
asset  to  our  work.  The  choir  holds  a  rehearsal 
every  Tuesday  night  at  7.30,  an  hour  and  a  half 
before  going  on  the  air.  Russel  Whitman  is 
the  able  assistant  director  of  music. 

The  orchestra,  having  thirty  members,  also 
is  under  direction  of  Mr.  McMillen,  and  meets 
for  rehearsal  at  the  same  time.  Part  of  both 
groups  accompany  my  wife  and  myself  when- 
ever convenient  to  churches  where  we  conduct 
gospel  meetings.  Mr.  McMillen  is  an  efficiency 
instructor  at  the  School  of  Individual  Arts,  Phil- 
adelphia. He  has  been  associated  with  the  Radio 
Gospel  ministry  several  years. 

2.  Tent  Meetings 

Three  years  ago  my  wife  and  I  agreed  to  buy 
a  tent  in  which  to  hold  religious  services  where 
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the  Lord  would  lead.  The  location  was  of  pri- 
mary importance  to  assure  a  fairly  large  audi- 
ence, which,  we  believed,  also  would  be  the 
most  advisable  manner  in  which  to  reach  the 
greatest  number  of  persons  with  the  Gospel 
Truths.  Churches  generally  curtail  activities 
during  hot  summer  months,  but  Satan  has  not 
been  known  to  take  a  holiday.  So,  under  our 
tent,  we  continue  our  war  on  evil  in  sunshine, 
storm  and  heat.  Come  what  may,  we  are  out 
to  serve  the  Lord,  and  serve  Him  we  will. 

The  tent  this  season  has  been  equipped  with 
an  amplification  system.  Through  it  our  vocal 
efforts  should  be  more  effective  in  reaching  a 
larger  number  of  people,  many  of  whom  are 
likely  converts.  One  twenty-one  year  old  girl 
who  came  recently  to  the  mercy  bench  accepted 
Christ  as  her  Personal  Saviour,  was  the  daughter 
of  devoted  missionaries  who  died  in  service  on 
foreign  fields.  There  is  rejoicing  in  heaven  over 
one  sinner  that  repenteth!  There  is  great  re- 
joicing in  our  services,  too,  when  another  soul 
is  saved. 


o^^ 


[127] 


OUR  DAUGHTER 


Ella  Marie  Fraser 
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Chapter  XVII 
Our  Daughter 
Naturally  my  wife  and  I  should  like  to  see 
continued,  after  our  individual  service  on  earth 
has  ended,  the  varied  work  which  we  have  under- 
taken and  which  we  propose  to  do,  God  willing. 

I  am  convinced  it  will  not  be  long  until  the 
second  coming  of  Christ.  But  there  is  no  time 
to  be  lost  whiler  waiting,  for  there  are  many 
souls  yet  to  be  saved,  and  an  enormous  amount 
of  social  service  work  to  be  done.  The  Scriptures 
definitely  teach  that  Christ  will  return  to  earth 
only  when  His  Word  has  been  preached  unto  all 
the  nations.  As  watchmen  in  His  vineyard,  we 
constantly  are  on  guard  against  evil  doing,  or  an 
unwarranted  let-up  in  the  work  which  He  has 
given  us  to  do.  While  we  are  on  the  lookout  for 
the  Master's  return,  His  work  must  go  on,  faithful 
to  the  trust  placed  in  us. 

^S  e  hope  and  pray  that  God  has  given  in  the 
person  of  our  daughter,  Ella  Marie  Fraser,  one 
who  will  be  qualified  and  led  to  take  up  the 
cross  of  Jesus,  not  only  where  our  work  may  be 
terminated  on  earth,  but  before  we  come  to  that 
stage  in  life. 

Our  darling  was  born  November  22,  1934. 
What  a  tiny  bundle  she  was,  when  I  took  her  up 
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in  my  arms.    And  from  that  day  on  "Toodles" 
has  been  a  great  big  bundle  of  happiness. 

"Toodles"  has  quite  a  few  aunts  and  uncles 
in  her  own  right ;  in  addition,  nearly  every  mem- 
ber of  the  choir  and  orchestra  is  an  uncle  or  an 
aunt  to  our  child.  They  like  to  fondle  her,  and 
she  certainly  does  like  to  be  among  them. 

Occasionally  "Toodles"  goes  with  us  to  the 
studio.  Because  she  has  not  yet  developed  respect 
for  time  and  place  should  she  be  in  the  humor  of 
stirring  up  a  little  fun,  it  is  safer  to  have  "Too- 
dles"  at  the  receiving  end  of  the  broadcast.  Con- 
sequently, our  baby  is  a  regular  fan,  listening  in 
on  every  program  "Mamma  and  Daddy  do." 

I  pray  that  the  Lord  will  raise  our  daughter 
to  love  and  cherish  the  things  of  God.  That  he 
will  lead  her  safely  on  the  path  of  righteousness. 
That  she  will  avoid  pitfalls  of  darkness,  sin,  de- 
spondency and  disbelief,  which  wreck  both  men 
and  women  who  go  through  life  without  Christ. 

We  are  planning  to  provide  a  thorough 
training  for  our  girl  so  that  she  adequately  will 
be  equipped  for  the  purposes  we  hope  she  will 
fulfill.  I  do  want  her  to  take  our  place  some 
day,  God  willing. 

I  desire  to  make  clear  in  this  part  of  the  story 
of  my  life  that  should  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls 
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be  shut  down,  or  our  radio  programs  cease,  and 
the  social  service  work  curtailed  in  general,  it 
will  be  due  only  to  the  lack  of  funds,  which  now 
come  to  us  from  God's  people  in  many  walks 
of  life. 

Our  message  in  sermon  and  song  is  heard  in 
the  city  and  country  alike.  We  hear  equally  as 
often  from  the  folks  on  the  farm,  or  in  the  sub- 
urbs, as  we  do  from  the  city  dwellers.  All  who 
love  the  gospel,  and  have  a  desire  to  hear  it 
preached  on  the  air  and  practiced  through  our 
social  service  program,  generously  contribute 
to  the  cause,  often  sacrificing  a  great  deal  in 
order  to  aid. 

We  have  nothing  to  hide  in  any  phase  what- 
soever of  the  Radio  Gospel  ministry;  we  are 
doing  all  along  what  we  sincerely  believe  to  be 
God's  will,  and  we  always  strive  to  improve  our 
humble  efforts  as  laborers  in  His  harvest  field. 
Inasmuch  as  God's  blessing  has  been  upon  us 
in  the  past,  and  inasmuch  as  He  is  daily  favoring 
us  with  more  and  more  work  to  be  done  in  His 
Name,  we  feel  certain  that  there  will  be  an  im- 
portant place  for  our  daughter  to  occupy  in  the 
harvest  field  of  the  future.  May  your  prayers, 
too,  be  offered  in  her  behalf. 

"Toodles"  has  pretty  blue  eyes,   dark  hair 
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and  a  dimple  in  each  cheek.  She  likes  to  ride  in 
our  gospel  bus,  and  as  other  children  do,  she 
would  prefer  to  sit  on  mother's  lap  while  driving. 

Her  diet  is  that  of  the  average  child,  and  her 
playthings  are  the  type  any  healthy  child  likes. 

"Toodles"  always  bows  her  head  when  we 
say  grace  at  the  table  and  when  we  finish  our 
prayer  she  loudly  says  "Amen." 

When  visiting  at  a  friend's  house,  or  any- 
where there  is  a  radio,  "Toodles"  runs  to  the 
radio  and  calls  "Daddy." 

If  she  sees  a  picture  of  Jesus,  she  always  says 
"Daddy,"  and  when  we  say  "No,"  she  says, 
"Jesus." 


a^§^ 
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Chapter  XVIII 
Home  Life 

It  is  always  "open  house"  at  our  home.  We 
live  at  7013  West  Passyunk  Avenue,  West  Phila- 
delphia, having  resided  at  this  address  for  the 
last  four  years.    We  like  the  neighborhood. 

Since  the  beginning  of  our  evangelistic  career, 
my  wife  and  I  have  traveled  a  great  deal.  Regard- 
less of  the  distance,  we  always  try  to  get  home 
at  night,  and  to  remain  at  home  as  much  as  pos- 
sible during  the  day. 

For  my  wife  and  myself  to  sit  down  alone  at 
a  meal  in  our  house  is  indeed  rare.  Guests  usually 
are  present,  even  for  breakfast.  We  are  always 
prepared  for  company,  yet  quite  a  few  visitors 
arrive  without  advance  notice.  We  always  are 
delighted  to  have  friends  with  us,  and  I  have 
worn  a  path  to  the  grocery  around  the  corner 
going  back  and  forth  for  additional  provisions 
when  the  unexpected  guests  call. 

While  my  wife  and  I  are  fond  of  being  at 
home,  this  does  not  mean  that  we  take  time  from 
our  duties.  Instead,  our  work  continues,  except 
at  meal  time.  Only  telephone  calls  can  interrupt 
us  once  we  are  seated  at  the  table.  This  fre- 
quently occurs  so  that  I  feel  at  times  there  should 
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be  a  way  to  hang  a  sign  on  the  telephone  like 
you  see  on  an  office  door,  "out  to  lunch."  Pos- 
sibly then  we  would  dine  undisturbed. 

Ours  is  an  average  American  home.  There 
are  six  rooms,  with  modern  conveniences,  a  sun 
porch  and  a  large  basement. 

Someone  has  said  that  a  man's  home  is  his 
castle.  While  that  is  true,  it  is  likewise  true  that 
in  my  case  the  home  also  is  the  office. 

When  friends  call,  we  not  only  prepare  to 
entertain  and  dine,  but  we  put  them  to  work.  Yes 
indeed,  the  hours  when  we  are  not  busy  usually 
come  between  midnight  and  dawn  at  our  house. 

There  are  always  hymn  books,  photographs 
and  letters  to  be  packed  and  taken  to  the  post 
office,  errands  to  be  run,  and  a  dozen  other 
things  to  be  done  in  the  course  of  the  day. 
Whether  we  have  visitors  or  not,  the  tasks  go  on, 
and  when  the  guests  are  present,  they  seem  to 
enjoy  having  some  part  in  our  program. 

Rehearsal  of  vocal  and  instrumental  music  is 
one  of  the  features  that  our  visitors  apparently 
appreciate.  They  see  part  of  our  broadcast  "in 
the  making,"  and  when  advisable  they  join  in 
singing  our  favorite  hymns.  Our  piano,  no  doubt, 
is  quite  overworked,  for  it  seems  that  someone 
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usually  is  at  it.  Then  a  friend  may  come  with 
another  instrument,  a  violin  or  an  accordion,  and 
we  all  sit  down  and  listen  to  the  music. 

Bookkeeping,  rehearsal,  entertaining,  eating, 
working,  these  are  routine  matters  at  our  house, 
every  day.  And  daily  there  comes  a  time  when 
I  withdraw  from  it,  and  go  to  my  room,  for  medi- 
tation and  prayer.  Outside  noises  usually  do  not 
penetrate  into  my  room.  In  silence  I  commune 
with  our  Lord.  Here  the  most  difficult  problems 
are  met  and  solved.  Often  without  an  audible 
word  being  spoken,  when  my  wife  is  sharing 
with  me  the  assuring  peace  of  His  presence,  in 
our  room,  we  see  the  way  out  of  difficulty,  the 
path  to  follow  in  overcoming  what  had  seemed 
to  be  insurmountable  obstacles. 

We  never  start  a  day  without  prayer,  or  end 
it  without  a  quiet  talk  with  the  Master.  We  never 
eat  a  meal  without  offering  thanksgiving,  or  even 
take  a  "midnight  snack,"  without  thanking  God 
for  His  goodness  and  mercy  toward  us. 

The  prayer  life  of  a  Christian  home  is  impor- 
tant. If  neglected,  Satan  enters  a  powerful  wedge 
which  often  is  the  starting  point  of  separation 
from  the  things  of  God.  In  our  case,  neglect  of 
this  all-significant  matter  would  lead  to  serious 
consequences. 

L  135  ] 


fiOME  LIFE 


From  morning  until  night,  my  wile  and  1 
actively  are  engaged  in  the  King's  business, 
whether  at  home  or  away  from  home.  And 
when  we  close  our  eyes  late  at  night,  it  is  with 
a  thankful  heart  and  a  clear  conscience  that  we 
go  to  sleep. 
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Chapter  XIX 
The  Future 

Development  of  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls 
will  be  continued  as  funds  warrant  progress.  A 
definite  need  exists  already  for  larger  head- 
quarters. 

Erection  of  an  orphanage  and  a  hospital  in 
Philadelphia  under  my  supervision  may  be  pos- 
sible earlier  than  I  anticipate  at  this  time.  When 
I  achieve  these  goals  I  shall  have  rounded  out  a 
complete  program  of  social  service.  Then  I  will 
be  fully  carrying  out  every  suggestion  and  com- 
mand expressed  in  the  text  chosen  for  the  mes- 
sage I  should  like  my  book  to  drive  home: 
St.  Matthew  25:35. 

Life,  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness  is 
every  man's  right.  There  are  varying  interpre- 
tations how  it  may  best  be  attained.  Make  no 
mistake,  there  is  no  greater  life,  liberty  and  hap- 
piness than  in  pursuit  of  the  things  of  God  and 
unselfish  service  to  fellow  men. 

The  orphanage  and  the  hospital  are  needed 
in  this  city  of  brotherly  love  more  than  you  real- 
ize. Of  course,  there  are  many  such  institutions. 
But  virtually  every  one,  Christian,  undenomina- 
tional or  whatnot,  is  crowded  beyond  capacity. 
Many  are  not  open  to  the  poor  and  sorely 
oppressed,  who  have  no  influential  or  political 

friends. 
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If  you  were  familiar  with  the  situation  and 
the  need  of  the  hour  as  we  are,  I  feel  sure  you 
would  not  hesitate  to  contribute  to  the  cause. 

If  you  were  able  to  perform  a  personal  service 
among  the  poor  and  destitute,  you,  no  doubt, 
would  do  so  gladly.  Circumstances  may  prevent 
your  accomplishing  a  great  deal. 

Our  movement  unites  the  financial  resources 
of  all  who  would  do  such  work  if  they  were  pre- 
pared to  do  so.  By  joining  with  us  in  your  prayers 
and  assistance,  you  enable  us  to  do  far  more  with 
your  contributions  than  you  could  do  alone. 

Do  not  form  the  opinion  that  God  will  look 
upon  what  we  are  doing  and  overlook  your  part. 
That  never  happens  among  Jehovah's  people. 
We  may  fail  to  give  credit  where  credit  is  due, 
but  God  never  fails.  When,  through  our  agency, 
you  render  service  unto  the  "least  of  these  my 
brethren,"  you  truly  are  serving  Him. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  not  wise  to  expect 
us  to  do  everything.  You  simply  can  not  give 
a  lump  sum  of  money,  then  sit  back  and  take  it 
easy,  believing  you  have  done  your  share.  Be 
constantly  on  the  lookout  for  some  personal  serv- 
ice you  may  perform  in  your  own  home  and 
community;  be  fervent  in  prayer  and  regular 
in  worship.  Only  then  will  the  maximum  use 
be  made  of  your  time,  service  and  contribution. 
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In  order  that  you  may  conveniently  contrib- 
ute in  one  form  or  another,  legal  forms  are 
printed  on  one  page  of  this  book.  Kindly  use 
the  plan  you  desire  as  your  conscience  dictates. 

Thirty  thousand  people,  sending  two  dollars 
each,  would  make  possible  the  erection  of  an 
orphanage  that  would  be  one  of  the  finest  ever 
built.  There  would  be  efficiency  and  integrity 
in  maintenance  and  management  which  always 
should  be  of  greater  importance  than  perfection 
in  construction. 

To  erect  both  a  hospital  and  orphanage  along 
the  plans  I  have  in  mind  would  require  an 
expenditure  of  $200,000. 

Our  estimate  is  that  we  come  in  contact  annu- 
ally with  more  than  100,000  persons  who  un- 
doubtedly are  in  a  position  to  contribute  two 
dollars  toward  a  fund  for  this  purpose.  This 
book  represents  an  honest  effort  to  place  before 
the  public  the  great  need  of  the  vast  work  every 
Christian  should  support.  If  you  desire  to  have  a 
part  in  a  gigantic  undertaking  of  faith,  send  your 
contribution  to  Box  13,  Philadelphia,  Penna. 

("Box  13"  was  rented  for  our  use  years  ago, 
because  it  is  an  easy  number  to  remember.  Re- 
gardless of  whether  the  number  is  thirteen  or 
not,  you  will  be  blessed  in  sending  your  gift  to 
be  used  in  our  ventures  of  faith.) 
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George  M.  Fraser 
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Chapter  XX 
Conclusion 
"I  sing  the  Gospel  to  you  every  Tuesday 
night."  This  hymn  written  to  the  tune  of 
"Brighten  the  Corner  Where  You  Are,"  and 
"Oh,  I'm  Satisfied,"  have  been  the  theme  songs 
of  the  air.  The  words  of  the  former  are  my  own 
song  and  are  printed  on  page  173  in  this  book. 

Into  how  many  homes,  tap  rooms,  restaurants 
and  automobiles  my  voice  goes  there  is  no  way  of 
telling.  I  know  that  in  a  number  of  these  places 
the  Gospel  usually  is  shut  off.  Occasionally  it  is 
received  long  enough,  before  someone  in  author- 
ity is  aware  of  the  fact,  that  good  seed  is  sown. 
It  may  be  a  long  time  before  we  hear  about  it; 
there  may  be  instances  which  never  shall  be  re- 
ported. Nevertheless,  we  do  know  that  salvation 
has  come  to  a  few  in  such  manner. 

There  will  come  a  time  when  all  shall  sing  the 
gospel;  all  who  are  His  children  shall  unite  in 
singing  "Glory  Hallelujah,"  around  the  Great 
Throne.  We  shall  sing  praises  to  His  Name. 

Whatever  our  station  in  life,  whether  our 
health  is  good  or  bad,  regardless  of  our  physical 
handicaps,  in  that  Day  we  will  be  like  Him, 
perfect  in  every  respect.  For  the  present,  know- 
ing that  "all  things  work  together  for  good  to 
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them  that  love  the  Lord,  and  are  called  accord- 
ing to  His  purpose,"  is  steady  nourishment  unto 
our  soul.    Yes,  His  grace  IS  sufficient. 

We  shall  sing  the  gospel  together.  Not  my 
choir,  nor  only  my  orchestra,  playing  heavenly 
music,  but  all  Christian  choirs  and  Christian 
musicians  the  world  over,  shall  be  there,  united 
in  heavenly  voices  joining  the  angels  on  high 
in  a  triumphant  hymn  of  eternal  splendor  and 
harmony! 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow! 
God's  tomorrow  shall  be  better  than  today. 
God's  tomorrow  is  a  time  of  gladness,  an  eternity 
of  rejoicing. 

Every  cloud  shall  pass  away  in  God's  tomor- 
row. No  more  sorrow,  illness,  pain,  affliction.  Sin, 
disease  and  death  gone  forever.  Anxiety,  fret- 
ting, speed,  will  be  no  more  in  God's  tomorrow. 

Surrounding  the  Great  Throne  will  be  the 
thousands  of  men,  women  and  children  with 
whom  we  came  in  contact  on  earth.  Mother  and 
Father  who  entered  through  the  Gate  of  Eternity 
ahead  of  us;  the  surgeons  who  skilfully  and 
prayerfully  operated  in  vain  to  give  me  eye-sight, 
they  will  be  there,  and  I  shall  see  them!  Glory, 
hallelujah! 

That  young  man  who  accepted  Christ  in  his 
prison  cell,  as  I  talked  with  him,  will  be  a  free 
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man  washed  clean  in  the  Blood  of  Jesus.  The 
widow  of  the  young  man  electrocuted  for  mur- 
der; also  the  victim  himself,  and  if  it  be  God's 
will,  (His  ways  are  past  finding  out)  those  youths 
who,  before  execution,  implored  the  Saviour's 
mercy  upon  their  souls,  shall  be  there  in  gar- 
ments white  as  snow. 

I  do  not  expect  to  see,  in  this  life,  any  of  the 
little  children  who  come  into  this  world  at  the 
Fraser  Home  for  Girls.  I  pray  every  one  will 
become  a  Christian,  perform  useful  service  for 
mankind,  and  when  they  gather  in  the  Everlast- 
ing Home,  then  I  shall  see  them  face  to  face. 

The  many  shut-in  friends  of  the  Radio  Gospel 
broadcasts  who  were  bedfast  and  helpless,  year 
after  year,  yet  steadfast  in  their  faith  the  Lord 
one  day  would  deliver  them  from  their  affliction, 
will  be  present  in  perfect  bodies  like  unto  His. 
\es,  in  that  day  they,  at  last,  will  be  delivered. 

And  the  individuals  who  needed  artificial 
limbs,  crutches  and  wheel  chairs,  scarcely  able 
to  get  about  until  we  provided  for  them  that 
which  they  could  not  obtain  themselves  . .  .  will 
answer,  "Yes,"  to  the  roll  call.  Their  crutches, 
wheelchairs  and  artificial  limbs  will  have  been 
forever  cast  aside! 

Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  the  thou- 
sands upon  thousands  who  knelt  before  the  altar 
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of  salvation  and  accepted  Christ  in  all  the  years 
of  our  meetings,  in  that  day  will  understand  why 
trials  and  temptations  beset  them  in  life,  and 
God's  perfect  plan  they  shall  see. 

And  these  blind  eyes  that  never  beheld  any 
living  creature,  gazed  upon  a  golden  sunset, 
looked  into  the  open  bowl  of  the  skies,  or  beheld 
the  moon,  sun  and  stars  in  their  course,  nor  even 
seen  a  snow  flurry,  raindrop  or  flower,  shall  at 
last  be  open!    Blindness  shall  be  no  more. 

In  view  of  my  age,  and  the  duties  still  to  be 
performed,  it  does  not  seem  proper  to  say  that 
this  is  the  end  of  the  book.  It  is  the  last  chapter 
of  the  present  volume.  The  Lord  willing,  the 
writing  shall  be  resumed,  sometime,  and  I  shall 
tell  how  we  were  enabled,  through  your  unfail- 
ing interest  in  our  work,  to  establish  the  hospital 
and  orphanage.  And  how  other  work  now  con- 
templated, was  carried  out  during  a  span  of 
years.  "Greater  things  shall  ye  do,"  commanded 
the  Master.  And  so  let  us  do  great  things  in  His 
Name!  Behold,  now  is  the  accepted  time;  be- 
hold, today  is  the  day  of  salvation!  Let  us  serve 
the  Lord  our  God  wholeheartedly.  Surely  His 
goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  us  all  the  days 
of  our  life,  and  we  shall  dwell  in  the  House  of 
the  Lord  forever. 

Amen. 
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I  Sing  the  Gospel  to  You 

(To  tune  of  "Brighten  the  Corner  Where  You  Are") 

I  sing  the  Gospel  to  you  every  Tuesday  night, 
Just  to  spread  the  precious  news  afar, 

If  you  listen  in  and  like  it, 

And  they  make  you  bright, 

Give  God  the  Glory  where  you  are. 

Chorus : 

Give  God  the  glory  where  you  are, 
Send  in  requests  from  near  and  far, 
WIP  will  send  them  all  across  the  air, 
To  reach  you  dear  people  everywhere. 
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Miss  Elizabeth  Holtz 

Aunt  "Lizzie" 
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OH,  I'M  SATISFIED 

(CHORUS) 

USED  BY  PERMISSION 


-» — r- 
Oh,   I'm    sat  -  is  -  fied      with    Je  - 


in     my     heart, 


grace  is   fall  and  free,  His  blood  it  cleans-eth  me;    The  love  we  share   is 


always  there  And  nev  -  er  will  de-part,  'Tis  glo  -  ry    for  -  ev  -  er-more. 
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Chapter  XXI 
Sequel 

The  Lord  willing,  the  writing  shall  be  re- 
sumed . . . 

This  was  the  thought  I  left  with  my  readers 
as  I  wrote  the  final  lines  of  my  first  book  in  1936. 

Every  indication  is  that  the  time  has  come 
when  an  accounting  of  my  stewardship  again  is 
in  order. 

I  am  reminded  that  in  the  selection  of  the 
title  for  the  story  of  my  life  it  was  indeed  fortu- 
nate that  we  chose,  "Overcoming  Obstacles." 

The  title  is  self-explanatory.  It  implies  that 
obstacles  have  been  surmounted.  And  surely, 
through  God's  help,  that  had  been  done.  But  in 
a  larger  sense  it  means  that  the  cares  of  life  con- 
tinually arise,  challenging  our  determination  to 
go  forward,  that  obstacles  are  not  limited  to  time 
and  place,  but  appear  repeatedly  as  a  literal 
blockade  through  which  we  must  pass  gloriously 
under  fire  of  criticism,  opposition  and  enemy 
blitzkriegs  generally.  St.  Paul  may  well  have 
been  looking  forward  to  our  own  trial  and  tribu- 
lation when  he  wrote: 
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"Wherefore  seeing  ye  also  are  compassed 
about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  let  us 
lay  aside  every  weight,  and  the  sin  which  doth 
so  easily  beset  us,  and  let  us  run  with  patience 
the  race  that  is  set  before  us, 

"Looking  unto  Jesus  the  author  and  finisher 
of  our  faith ;  who,  for  the  joy  that  was  set  before 
him,  endured  the  cross,  despising  the  same,  and 
is  set  down  at  the  right  hand  of  the  throne  of  God. 

"For  consider  him  that  endured  such  contra- 
diction of  sinners  against  himself,  lest  ye  be 
wearied  and  faint  in  your  minds." 

Overcoming  obstacles ! 

Certainly  the  two  words  summarize  clearly 
the  instruction  of  Apostle  Paul  about  hewing  to 
the  line  in  Christian  faith  and  deeds.  Applied 
to  our  work,  it  isn't  far-fetched  to  reflect  that 
Paul  may  have  envisaged  our  problems.  For  the 
Scriptures  declare  that  our  course,  yours  and 
mine  and  every  believer  in  Christ  the  Saviour, 
was  laid  from  the  foundation  of  the  world. 
Whether  we  follow  it  or  not  is  up  to  us,  and 
whether  we  are  successful  in  chartering  our 
course  is  determined  by  the  extent  of  our  faith 
and  our  willingness  to  accept  His  guidance  and 
His  help. 
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And  so  in  writing  additional  chapters  for  my 
autobiography,  it  is  my  purpose  to  continue  to 
offer  in  evidence,  if  I  may  put  it  that  way,  achieve- 
ments since  1936  which  were  possible  only 
through  faith  in  God  and  in  the  ability  of  His 
people  everywhere  to  maintain  the  ministry  of 
the  Radio  Gospel  Hour  by  generous  contribu- 
tions at  regular  intervals. 

And  while  I  long  ago  was  convinced  that 
every  gain  in  the  usefulness  of  our  ministry  was 
indisputable  evidence  of  His  power,  I  neverthe- 
less continue  to  look  to  the  future  for  greater 
blessings.  There  is,  indeed,  a  deep  satisfaction 
in  reviewing  the  work  God  graciously  called  upon 
us  to  do  in  His  Name,  but  I  am  sure  the  future 
is  a  storehouse  of  riches  yet  untouched. 

When  a  cherished  goal  has  been  reached, 
there  is  no  longer  need  for  hope.  When  a  crop 
is  harvested,  the  farmer  ceases  to  wish  for  favor- 
able weather  and  enough  help  to  see  him  through 
the  season.  Hope  is  part  of  the  picture  only  when 
we  are  uncertain  whether  a  given  goal  shall  be 
attained.  Too  many  Christians,  successful  one  or 
more  seasons,  quit,  content  to  rest  on  past  laurels. 
Like  the  farmer,  who  begins  to  think  of  next 
year's  crop  while  still  giving  thanks  for  the  one 
he  has  just  grown,  we  ought  to  always  be  on  the 
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alert  and  prepared  for  our  next  tasks.  The  crown 
of  glory  awaiting  renewed  vigor  and  achievement 
is  ever  brighter  than  the  glory  of  the  past,  a 
glory  fading  with  the  years.  Next  year's  crop 
will  be  better  .  .  .  "Faith  is  the  substance  of  things 
hoped  for,  the  evidence  of  things  not  seen." 

Primarily,  then,  I  shall  write  about  the  past 
only  as  a  means  to  an  end,  the  end  being  the 
materialization  of  our  plans  for  the  future. 

The  years  since  publication  of  my  autobiog- 
raphy have  been  crowded.  "Overcoming  Obsta- 
cles," it  seems,  was  a  best  seller  in  Philadelphia 
and  vicinity.  Through  its  acceptance  by  the 
public  sufficient  funds  were  realized  to  warrant 
expansion  of  our  program.  At  that  time  we  were 
operating  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls,  conduct- 
ing evangelistic  services  throughout  the  East,  and 
engaging  in  welfare  activities  on  a  rather  large 
scale.  Scars  of  depression  still  could  be  seen  on 
every  hand,  new  cases  developed  and  the  demand 
for  assistance  was  overwhelming.  Many  parents 
and  children  received  assistance  because  more 
and  more  friends  of  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour  sent 
gifts  to  us  for  copies  of  my  life  story.  Readers 
to  whom  the  book  brought  a  blessing,  probably 
were  unaware  of  the  vast  good  that  was  done 
through  their  contributions. 
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Next  it  was  our  privilege  to  open  a  mission, 
December  4,  1938,  at  153  North  Ninth  Street, 
Philadelphia,  in  the  heart  of  the  Tenderloin. 
Times  of  rejoicing  that  occurred  here  are  too 
numerous  to  mention,  but  there  will  be  a  great 
multitude  of  men,  women  and  children  gathered 
'round  the  Great  Throne  in  that  day  who  will 
remember  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour  Mission  as 
their  spiritual  birthplace,  the  spot  where  they 
passed  from  death  unto  life. 

The  outstanding  Red  Letter  date  in  the  prog- 
ress of  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour  ministry  is  March, 
1941,  when  150  friends,  gathered  at  a  self-denial 
fellowship  dinner  at  Holland's  Restaurant,  Nine- 
teenth and  Arch  Streets,  Philadelphia,  when  we 
started  our  drive  for  $1000  toward  the  purchase 
of  a  dwelling  at  312  South  Fortieth  Street,  which 
we  proposed  to  use  as  a  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies. 
This  sum  was  required  as  a  down  payment. 

I  remember  making  the  announcement  about 
the  next  undertaking  to  our  "guests,"  who  natur- 
ally were  expected  to  dig  deep  into  their  pockets 
as  well  as  to  solicit  funds  from  others.  Although 
they  may  have  felt  we  were  assuming  too  heavy 
an  obligation,  no  objection  was  offered.  Instead, 
each  person  gave  assurance  of  his  full  coopera- 
tion. Among  those  in  attendance  was  Attorney 
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Martin  F.  Hatch,  who  has  been  associated  with 
me  since  the  opening  of  the  Fraser  Home  for 
Girls;  Rev.  Franklin  Duncombe  and  William  T. 
Thatcher. 

The  Home  was  opened  November  22,  1941. 

Meanwhile,  we  were  endeavoring  to  open  a 
Fellowship  Center  for  Service  Men.  This  step 
was  taken  successfully  April  25, 1942.  The  Center 
is  located  in  the  Holman  Bible  Building,  1222 
Arch  Street,  Philadelphia.  Men  in  the  armed 
forces  from  every  State  in  the  Union  have  come 
to  the  Center. 

On  the  occasion  of  the  first  anniversary  of 
the  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies  there  was  cause 
for  praising  God  anew.  Truly  our  cup  over- 
flowed, for  only  a  year  after  starting  this  phase 
of  our  work  we  had  raised  another  $1000  as 
down  payment  on  the  adjoining  residence  at 
314  South  Fortieth  Street  and  had  succeeded  in 
renovating  it  in  time  to  open  the  doors  for  inspec- 
tion of  the  public  at  services  held  in  observance 
of  the  anniversary.  There  are  now  24  beds  in 
the  Home,  and  we  have  a  list  of  Christian  women 
65  years  of  age  and  older  who  are  looking  for- 
ward to  moving  into  the  Home  at  an  early  date. 
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Our  present  budget  calls  for  expenditures  of 
approximately  $4000  a  month.  That  is,  roughly, 
an  outgo  of  $135  a  day.  You  who  have  been 
supporting  our  work  since  the  very  beginning, 
and  you  newcomers  who  may  be  reading  "Over- 
coming Obstacles"  for  the  first  time,  make  pos- 
sible the  payment  of  our  obligations.  And  as 
long  as  you  approve  our  policies,  there  will  be 
no  let-up  on  our  part  to  spread  the  glad  news 
of  the  gospel  through  practical  endeavors. 

Before  I  start  describing  the  Home  for  Elderly 
Ladies,  I  wish  to  say  that  two  close  associates 
whose  aid  was  invaluable  have  been  called  into 
the  Heavenly  Kingdom.  Thomas  R.  McMillen 
and  "Aunt"  Lizzie  answered  God's  call  to  come 
up  higher  since  publication  of  my  life  story. 

I  might  also  mention  that  since  its  inception 
the  Home  for  Girls  has  been  a  haven  of  refuge 
to  more  than  400  girls.  The  unwed  mother,  and 
even  several  married  women  driven  from  their 
homes  by  cruel  and  faithless  husbands,  have 
found  peace  and  security  in  the  Fraser  Home, 
and  through  the  intervention  of  our  registered 
social  service  worker  many  perplexing  problems 
have  been  solved  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  con- 
cerned. It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  see  loved  ones 
united  through  the  Home.  Even  in  uniting  fam- 
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ilies  separated  by  misunderstandings,  this  phase 
of  our  work  has  compensated  us  spiritually  and 
contributed  to  our  conviction  that  through  Christ 
all  things  are  possible.  We  had  the  privilege  of 
taking  care  of  one  little  girl  at  the  Fraser  Home 
until  she  was  three  years  eld.  Little  Patsy. 

The  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies 

For  1943  I  have  chosen  for  my  text,  uBe  ye 
steadfast,  unmovable,  always  abounding  in  the 
work  of  the  Lord,  forasmuch  as  ye  know  that 
your  labour  is  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord."  I  Cor. 
15:58. 

I  always  have  liked  to  read  this  text  in  Braille, 
and  to  meditate  upon  it.  It  is  a  command.  "Your 
labour  in  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord  .  .  .  greater 
things  shall  ye  do  ...  " 

.  Visitors  at  the  Home  often  comment  how  well 
and  happy  the  elderly  women  look.  They  tell 
me  about  one  mother's  pure  white  hair,  another's 
tender  smile,  the  warmth  and  depth  of  love 
beaming  in  eyes  looking  upon  the  closing  scenes 
of  life's  drama. 

I  know  little  about  their  appearance.  On  this 
earth  it  will  never  be  my  pleasure  to  look  upon 
a  mother's  pure  white  hair,  nor  to  behold  her 
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sweet,  affectionate  smile.  But  the  warmth  and 
depth  of  their  love  ...  as,  we  do  clasp  hands, 
several  have  accepted  me  as  their  own  son  and 
do  not  hesitate  to  greet  me  accordingly,  and 
what  I  may  lack  because  of  my  blindness  no 
doubt  is  overcome  by  my  keen  sense  of  hearing. 
In  their  voices  I  hear  melodies  that  ring  with 
heaven's  harmony,  voices  that  recall  to  me  the 
Scripture. 

Truly  our  labour  is  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord. 

The  handclasp  and  the  greeting  of  those  who 
are  our  guests  at  the  Fraser  Home  mean  a  great 
deal,  but  most  significant  is  the  expression  of 
their  faith.  They've  come  a  long  way,  trusting 
in  God,  and  though  they  are  alone  in  the  world, 
there  is  seldom  in  their  lives  a  time  of  tension 
or  of  fear.  They  love  God.  They  love  the  Word. 
They  depend  on  Him  for  everything.  They  have 
malice  toward  none,  regardless  of  how  deeply 
loved  ones  may  have  hurt  them.  "It's  all  right," 
I  have  heard  them  state  with  a  peace  of  mind 
that  passeth  understanding. 

Early  in  the  ministry  of  the  Radio  Gospel 
Hour  I  became  impressed  by  the  need  for  a 
Home  in  which  elderly  women  could  find  release 
from  responsibility.   I  was  aware  of  the  various 
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institutions  organized  to  care  for  them,  but  there 
always  seemed  to  be  a  requirement,  usually  of  a 
financial  nature,  that  many  were  unable  to  meet. 
Now  that  we  have  been  maintaining  the  Home, 
our  regret  is  that  we  did  not  undertake  this 
responsibility  years  ago,  and  that  circumstances 
prevent  our  accepting  every  applicant. 

The  original  dwelling  was  acquired  through 
the  John  Wesley  Foundation.  It  had  always  been 
a  Christian  home.  For  many  years  it  was  a  par- 
sonage occupied  by  ministers  serving  a  Meth- 
odist church  nearby.  Students  for  the  ministry 
frequently  were  entertained  in  the  home. 

After  we  purchased  the  property,  members 
of  our  Board  of  Directors  and  other  volunteer 
workers  began  the  task  of  renovating  it.  The 
hardwood  floors  were  waxed  and  all  woodwork 
painted.  Several  alterations  were  made  and  the 
building,  a  four-story  structure,  was  furnished 
throughout  in  preparation  for  the  opening.  We 
thought  it  advisable  to  buy  new  carpet  and  fur- 
niture instead  of  asking  friends  of  the  Radio 
Gospel  Hour  to  give  these  things  to  us.  In  this 
connection  the  services  of  my  wife  reached  new 
heights  of  efficiency.  She  has  always  supervised 
our  own  home,  but  we  are  seldom  in  it,  as  other 
homes  are  "added  unto  us."  Mrs.  Fraser  de- 
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signed  the  color  scheme  and  saw  to  it  that  every- 
thing  was  done  which  would  contribute  to  the 
comfort  of  our  guests.  The  execution  of  her 
planning  obviously  was  a  huge  success,  judging 
from  the  magnificent  comments  we  have  heard 
from  the  elderly  women  as  well  as  the  many  vis- 
itors who  have  inspected  the  spacious  rooms  of 
the  Home.  But  Mrs.  Fraser  insists  that  credit 
for  planning  and  carrying  out  the  interior  dec- 
oration scheme  is  shared  by  all  who  helped  and 
that  no  one  is  more  deserving  than  another. 

We  were  prepared  to  receive  12  permanent 
guests  at  the  opening  of  the  Home.  Several  had 
been  waiting  to  move  in  for  many  months.  I 
remember  especially  two  sisters,  one  81  and  the 
other  83,  who  patiently  and  anxiously  awaited 
the  day  they  would  walk,  arm  in  arm,  into  the 
home.  Death  intervened,  separating  the  sisters, 
and  when  the  older  woman  who  survived  finally 
came  through  the  open  door  just  before  Thanks- 
giving Day  in  1941,  tears  filled  her  eyes. 

"If  only  my  sister  could  have  lived  ..." 
We  talked  of  the  Home  in  glory  where  pain 
and  loneliness  and  death  are  no  more,  of  the 
comforting  words  of  our  Saviour  who  said,  "In 
my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions,"  and  the 
tears  ceased. 
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"You  and  your  sister  both  waited  somewhere 
while  we  were  getting  ready  to  open  this  home," 
I  managed  to  say.  "Now  some  One  is  preparing 
a  place  for  you.  And  until  the  mansion  in  the 
sky  is  ready,  this  will  be  your  home." 

"God  bless  you,"  she  said,  firmly  clasping 
my  hand.  And  I  could  tell  there  was  a  smile 
where  tears  still  were  moist. 

Thus  the  Fraser  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies 
became  Home,  Sweet  Home,  to  12  wonderful 
women  that  day. 

I  have  been  present  at  many  services  of  dedi- 
cation, but  never  was  my  heart  touched  so  deeply. 
All  of  us  were  visibly  affected  by  this  mother's 
remarkable  spirit  of  genuine  thankfulness  to 
everyone  who  had  a  share  in  making  the  Home 
possible.  Her  simple  dedication,  unscheduled  as 
it  was,  I  shall  never  forget. 

"Wherefore  seeing  ye  also  are  compassed 
ctnout  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses  ..."  It 
is  my  conviction  that  the  testimony  of  witnesses 
who  long  have  been  pilgrims  and  strangers  in 
the  world  is  unshakable  and  beyond  contradic- 
tion. They  know  from  experience  the  love  and 
the  power  of  God.  They  trust  Him  fully.  They 
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have  run  with  patience  the  race  that  was  set 
before  them.  Looking  unto  Jesus,  the  Author 
and  Finisher  of  our  faith,  they  await  with  joy 
the  last  great  adventure — sitting  with  Christ  at 
the  right  hand  of  the  throne  of  God ! 

The  Board  of  Directors  and  myself  were 
agreed  that  there  should  be  only  two  require- 
ments, one  that  the  age  of  each  person  eligible 
to  enter  the  Home  should  be  set  at  65,  the  other 
that  each  one  should  have  an  insurance  policy 
in  an  amount  sufficient  to  defray  minimum  burial 
expenses. 

Adjoining  the  former  parsonage  was  another 
dwelling  occupied  as  a  rooming  house. 

Acquisition  of  the  adjoining  property  came 
about  in  the  Spring.  Renovation  was  more  costly 
than  in  the  original  dwelling,  and  obtaining  vol- 
unteer services  had  become  more  difficult  because 
of  increasing  shortage  of  manpower.  These 
obstacles,  too,  were  overcome,  so  that  within  a 
year  the  combined  home  was  ready  for  occu- 
pancy. 

The  reader  who  has  had  no  opportunity  to 
visit  the  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies  may  get  an 
idea  as  to  its  spacious  rooms  and  attractive  ap- 
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pearance  through  knowledge  of  the  original  cost, 
which  was  $16,000. 

There  is  a  large  living  room,  a  dining  room, 
a  large  kitchen  and  a  small  kitchen,  in  each 
dwelling.  The  archway  may  give  the  visitor  an 
impression  they  are  in  a  large  hotel,  but  conver- 
sation with  guests  and  members  of  our  group 
soon  will  create  the  unmistakable  impression 
that  you  truly  are  in  a  home  where  cordial  hos- 
pitality predominates. 

Women  seated  in  the  living  room  when  a 
stranger  enters  will  invite  the  visitor  to  have  a 
chair  and  talk  with  them.  The  chairs,  inciden- 
tally, are  the  most  comfortable  available.  There 
also  are  several  studio  couches  and  davenports. 

Carpet  was  purchased  from  Hardwick  & 
Magee,  Philadelphia.  On  the  second  floor  of  one 
dwelling  blue  spreads  match  the  carpet,  while 
in  the  other  there  are  old  rose  spreads  matching 
the  carpet.  Every  room  is  uniform  so  that  one 
guest  has  no  more  and  no  less  than  the  other. 
The  total  cost  of  covering  the  floors  was  approxi- 
mately $1500.  This  included  carpet  in  the  hall- 
ways. 

On  night  tables  in  the  bedrooms  the  guests 
arrange  a  number  of  articles  which  are  more  or 
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less  in  the  nature  of  a  souvenir.  To  each  trinket 
or  photograph  there's  some  tender  memory  of 
home  ties  broken  long  ago.  But  mostly  you  will 
find  an  open  Bible,  a  Scripture  text  calendar 
and  a  favorite  Scripture  motto.  At  Christmas  it 
was  my  pleasure  to  present  each  guest  a  small 
book  of  daily  devotions  called  "God's  Word  for 
Today." 

One  of  the  possessions  I  value  the  most  is  a 
grandfather's  clock  with  chimes.  I  am  fond  of 
it  because  it  is  the  gift  of  one  who  is  now  living 
at  the  Home.  The  chimes  frequently  have  been 
heard  during  our  radio  broadcasts  originating 
at  the  Home.  And  the  mother  who  was  the  donor 
is  one  of  the  earliest  listeners  to  the  Radio  Gospel 
Hour.  Her  son,  to  whom  the  clock  belonged, 
and  her  husband  both  dead,  she  appealed  to  me 
for  a  room  at  the  Home.  Alone  in  the  world,  she 
said  there  was  no  one  else  to  whom  she  could 
turn. 


The  Personnel 

My  sister,  Edith,  who  is  now  Mrs.  Samuel 
McIlvain,  is  the  matron  at  the  Home  for  Elderly 
Ladies. 
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Mrs.  Louise  Ziegler,  a  nurse  at  the  Home  for 
Incurables  for  13  years,  was  employed  as  nurse 
for  the  Home  in  the  beginning.  Mrs.  Fraser 
and  I  were  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Ziegler  a  num- 
ber of  years.  She  frequently  was  present  when 
the  Radio  Gospel  Hour  was  on  the  air  and  used 
to  stay  a  few  moments  to  talk  with  us  after  the 
broadcast.  Mrs.  Ziegler  had  a  most  precious 
qualification.  She  could  be  sympathetic  toward 
others  because  she  herself  had  triumphed  over 
severe  agony  and  heartache  and  pain.  Within 
a  year  she  had  been  a  bride,  a  mother  and  a 
widow. 

On  call  24  hours  a  day  is  the  "house  physi- 
cian," who  looks  after  the  health  of  the  guests 
before  they  become  ill. 

The  oldest  guest  is  91.  She  lived  in  her  own 
home  for  56  years.  Finally,  the  day  arrived 
when  she  was  forced  to  give  it  up.  She  had  no 
idea  as  to  where  she  would  go,  but  she  was  sure 
God  would  lead  her  in  the  right  direction.  By 
chance  she  talked  of  her  plight  to  a  friend  one 
day.  The  Lord  already  was  beginning  to  open 
a  door  to  her,  for  the  friend  knew  of  our  pro- 
posal to  open  the  Home  for  Elderly  Ladies,  and 
immediately  suggested  that  she  arrange  to  get  in 
[166] 


SEQUEL 

touch  with  us.    Before  making  any  move,  this 
lady  took  her  problem  to  the  Lord. 

"If  it  be  God's  holy  will  that  I  enter  the 
Fraser  Home,  guide  my  finger  to  the  proper  text 
on  the  Scripture  calendar,  and  I  will  accept  this 
as  an  answer  to  my  prayer,"  was  the  substance 
of  her  petition. 

The  prayer  ended,  her  finger  fell  on  a  text. 
And  here  was  another  miracle.  For  the  oldest 
member  of  our  happy  family  has  poor  sight. 
She  cannot  see  without  the  aid  of  a  powerful 
magnifying  glass.  She  held  her  finger  firmly  on 
the  text  until  she  had  the  glass  in  the  best  posi- 
tion to  read  the  verse.  You  may  know  how  anx- 
iously she  awaited  the  answer  to  her  prayer,  if 
you  have  prayed  like  that,  hoping  for  a  solution 
to  some  pressing  problem  through  direct  contact 
with  our  Heavenly  Father.  And  these  are  the 
words  the  glass  magnified  in  her  sight  and  God 
magnified  in  her  heart:  (2  Peter  1:11) — "An 
entrance  shall  be  ministered  unto  you  abun- 
dantly, into  the  everlasting  kingdom  of  our  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ." 

Her  mind  is  remarkably  clear  and  her  phys- 
ical condition  is  good.  She  is  about  daily  and 
seldom  complains  of  illness.  We  do  not  bring 
sunshine  to  her;  she  brings  it  to  us. 
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If  I  remember  correctly,  this  lady's  talking 
about  someone  to  look  after  her  came  about  two 
days  after  she  had  prayed  that  God  would  raise 
up  "some  good  Christian  with  authority  and 
ability  to  take  care  of  me." 

We  helped  her  pack  her  dishes,  some  of  which 
are  now  in  use  in  the  Fraser  Home.  The  bulk 
of  the  things,  however,  went  to  charitable  organ- 
izations. 

The  women  spend  their  time  listening  to  the 
radio,  helping  in  the  kitchen,  tidying  their  rooms, 
knitting,  reading.    They  seldom  go  anywhere. 

Mrs.  Fraser  and  I  frequently  dine  with  the 
ladies.  They  occupy  tables  in  both  dining  rooms. 
Offering  the  blessing  as  I  stand  in  the  archway 
is  always  a  source  of  rich  spiritual  strength  to  me. 

In  addition  to  the  tables  in  the  dining  rooms 
there  is  a  large  one  in  the  kitchen.  This  is  where 
Mrs.  Fraser,  myself  and  our  staff  are  seated. 
All  of  them  like  to  clear  off  the  table  and  the 
dishes  always  are  done  in  a  jiffy. 

Inasmuch  as  rationing  is  a  popular  topic 
today,  even  if  rationing  itself  may  be  in  dis- 
favor as  administered,  you  may  be  interested  in 
whether  we  have  obtained  sufficient  food  for  the 
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Home  for  Elderly  Ladies,  the  Fraser  Home  for 
Girls,  the  Fellowship  Center  and  the  Mission. 

I  am  happy  to  report  that  so  far  we  have  not 
experienced  any  shortages.  The  bookkeeping 
work  has  been  increased  tremendously,  but  that 
is  only  a  minor  matter.  As  this  sequel  goes  to 
press,  everybody  is  wondering  how  the  point 
system  on  canned  goods  is  going  to  work.  Meat, 
of  course,  has  been  used  sparingly,  both  because 
it  is  hard  to  get  and  the  cost  is  high.  I  am 
alarmed  generally  regarding  the  food  situation 
for  the  entire  United  States,  because  of  the  drain 
from  the  farm  by  the  armed  forces. 

No  matter  how  much  equipment  we  have  at 
our  disposal,  we  won't  be  able  to  defend  our- 
selves on  empty  stomachs.  It  is  my  prayer  that 
God  will  cause  our  law-makers  to  check  the 
present  dangerous  trend  away  from  the  farm 
and  to  impress  the  people  with  the  need  for 
tilling  the  soil  as  never  before.  I  haven't  for- 
gotten that  only  a  few  years  ago  our  representa- 
tives in  Washington  were  ordering  the  nation's 
farmers  to  destroy  a  percentage  of  crops  and 
livestock,  and  paying  handsome  sums  of  money 
to  farmers  to  curtail  production.  The  same  men 
still  are  in  power.  The  God  whose  abundance 
they  rejected  is  still  on  the  throne.  Isn't  it  won- 
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derful  that  He  can  forgive  and  forget?  But  all 
that  comes  about  only  after  repentance.  To  date 
there  has  been  no  public  acknowledgment  of 
official  sin  in  high  places.  I  doubt  if  we  can  look 
for  God's  help  in  this  matter  until  the  men 
responsible  for  the  present  situation  confess  their 
shortcomings  and  humbly  beseech  God's  mercy 
and  grace. 

There  are  two  more  guests  I'd  like  you  to 
meet. 

One,  sixty  some  years  of  age,  is  the  first  who 
qualified  for  the  Fraser  Home.  Long  ago  she 
lived  in  the  country,  had  a  loving  husband  and 
a  splendid  home.  No  doubt  she  was  certain  that 
a  lifetime  of  security  was  hers.  But  when  her 
husband  died,  she  gave  up  her  home  and  re- 
moved to  the  city.  She  was  here,  near  the  point 
of  death,  when  we  heard  about  her  case,  almost 
two  years  ago. 

From  her  landlady  we  learned  that  she  had 
been  suffering  numerous  attacks  of  the  heart. 
The  landlady  said  she  expected  momentarily  she 
would  find  her  roomer  dead.  We  learned  she 
was  getting  a  welfare  check  every  week  in  an 
amount  that  was  not  sufficient  for  clothing,  food 
and  rent.  We  lost  no  time  in  removing  the  woman 
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to  the  Fraser  Home  for  Girls,  where  she  re- 
mained until  the  Home  was  opened.  Heart 
attacks  are  a  memory  now;  this  woman  is  one 
of  the  sweetest  members  of  our  little  family. 

Another  unusual  letter  came  from  an  elderly 
lady  who  promised  she  would  sleep  in  a  rocking 
chair  if  she  were  accepted.  She  had  no  money, 
no  relatives.  Thanks  be  unto  God,  she  now  has 
a  comfortable  bed  and  the  best  environment  we 
know  how  to  provide. 

There  has  been  only  one  death — a  woman, 
85,  died  after  having  been  at  the  Home  only  a 
few  months.  We  held  services  at  the  Home  just 
as  if  the  lady  had  been  with  her  own  family. 
She  had  no  one  in  the  world  except  a  nephew, 
who  was  present  at  the  funeral. 

Progress  of  the  Mission 

The  contrast  between  the  mission  and  the 
Fraser  Homes  is  as  distinct  as  day  and  night. 
And  yet,  I  believe,  our  greatest  opportunity  to 
win  souls  for  Christ  is  centered  at  the  mission. 
Our  work  in  the  Tenderloin  is  a  breakaway  from 
our  normal  activity;  men  and  women  who  fre- 
quent these  dark,  foreboding  streets  of  our  city 
have  drifted  far  from  regular  routes  of  travel. 
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Nearly  all  who  come  into  the  mission  are  from 
the  Dead  End  Streets  of  Circumstance.  Many 
we  are  honored  to  lead  by  the  grace  of  God  to 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of  Him  Who  is  the  Way, 
the  Truth  and  the  Life. 

In  one  year  30,000  persons  attended  services 
held  in  the  mission,  and  22,000  were  given  food. 

Of  the  varied  phases  of  our  work  at  the  mis- 
sion, one  that  is  the  most  promising  is  the  service 
we  are  permitted  to  perform  for  boys  and  girls 
of  the  neighborhood. 

Last  Christmas,  through  the  splendid  co- 
operation of  friends  of  the  Radio  Gospel  Hour, 
we  gave  new  shoes  to  300  youngsters.  Through 
a  simple  procedure  we  eliminated  the  risk  of 
getting  wrong  sizes.  Instead  of  buying  shoes 
outright,  as  in  past  years,  we  sent  the  children 
to  a  store  where  a  clerk  measured  each  child's 
foot.  The  child  gave  half  a  stub  of  his  ticket  to 
the  dealer,  who  noted  the  correct  size,  and 
brought  the  other  half  ticket  to  the  mission  on 
the  day  of  the  Christmas  party.  The  dealer 
delivered  the  shoes  to  the  mission.  After  the 
boys  and  girls  arrived,  the  name  on  the  stub 
which  the  dealer  had  attached  to  each  box  of 
shoes  was  called,  the  child  who  held  the  corre- 
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spbjiding  name  came  forward  and  claimed  his 
(or  her)   present. 

For  some  time  the  children's  work  was  con- 
ducted at  the  Fellowship  Center.  As  the  number 
of  Service  Men  making  use  of  the  Center  in- 
creased, the  mission  again  became  headquarters 
for  the  youngsters. 

Men  in  uniform  always  are  welcome  at  the 
Fellowship  Center.  My  wife  and  I  are  acquainted 
personally  with  a  large  number  who  were  glad 
for  the  opportunity  of  developing  Christian 
acquaintances  in  our  city.  They  are  all  men  of 
courage  and  faith.  They  abhor  war  in  the  same 
way  that  we  hate  sin.  They  are  anxious  to  win 
the  victory  and  return  to  their  homes.  But  they 
realize  they  may  be  called  upon  to  make  the 
supreme  sacrifice. 

Our  children,  Tootsie  and  Bobbie,  whom  I 
will  tell  you  about  in  another  chapter,  and  my 
nephew,  Franny — you  hear  him  on  nearly  every 
broadcast — do  their  part  in  their  own  way  to 
help  make  the  Service  Men  feel  at  home.  My 
nieces,  Gertrude  and  Emily,  who  have  been 
with  me  so  long  I  look  upon  them  as  my  daugh- 
ters, also  have  added  an  atmosphere  of  home  to 
t  the  Fellowship  Center.   Credit  here  must  also  be 
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given  to  the  many  faithful  workers  who  donate 
their  time  and  services  to  this  work. 

For  entertainment  we  have  set  up  a  cheerful 
recreation  room.  Table  tennis  and  other  games 
are  entered  into  with  gusto.  Writing  paper  and 
envelopes  are  supplied  free;  coffee,  sandwiches 
and  ice  cream  are  served  the  men.  We  have  pre- 
pared fried  chicken  for  them  in  the  summer,  and 
turkey  platters  on  holidays.  Hamburger  sand- 
wiches are  available  from  our  grill,  when  ground 
meat  can  be  had.  Usually  lunch  meats  are  used, 
as  they  are  purchased  wholesale  and  sliced  fresh 
daily  on  our  slicing  machine. 

From  a  large  assortment  of  greeting  cards 
the  men  may  select  a  card  for  every  occasion. 
The  Christmas  selection  won  the  praise  of  hun- 
dreds of  fellows,  who,  unable  to  join  their  fam- 
ilies, availed  themselves  of  the  opportunity  to 
send  Scriptural  greetings  to  their  loved  ones. 
Apart  from  the  regular  "every  day"  greetings, 
such  as  Friendship,  Birthday,  Anniversary,  Get 
Well  and  Sympathy,  which  are  always  on  the 
card  rack,  a  large  quantity  of  special  greetings, 
such  as  Easter,  Mothers  Day  and  Fathers  Day, 
Thanksgiving  and  Christmas,  are  used.  All  cards 
are  free  to  the  man  in  uniform. 
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Photographs  taken  by  Mrs.  Fraser  have 
appeared  from  time  to  time  in  the  Radio  Gospel 
Hour  Echo,  our  monthly  magazine.  In  the  first 
issue  of  the  new  year  two  men  are  shown  in 
uniform  enjoying  relaxation  with  refined  Chris- 
tian hostesses  in  pleasant  surroundings.  Another 
photograph  showed  Service  Men  partaking  of 
food.  The  caption  was,  "Groups  of  Service  Men 
are  fed  at  any  hour.  No  questions  asked  ...  all 
are  welcome."  There  is  a  notation:  "Everything 
that  can  be  desired  by  tired  men  is  provided 
without  charge.  Soldiers,  Sailors  and  Marines 
of  all  faiths  and  all  creeds  make  this  their  first 
stop  when  in  Philadelphia." 

Our  organization  also  is  operating  two  Scrip- 
ture Gift  Ships,  one  at  4  North  Eleventh  Street 
and  the  other  at  37  North  Ninth  Street.  The 
proceeds  from  the  sale  of  Bibles,  mottoes,  Scrip- 
ture cards  and  stationery  aid  in  helping  defray 
the  expenses  of  our  work  in  general. 

A  new  series  of  broadcasts  began  Thursday, 
February  4th,  at  9  p.  m.,  over  Stations  WPEN, 
Philadelphia;  WILM,  Wilmington,  Del.;  WEST, 
Easton,  Pa.;  WAZL,  Hazleton,  Pa.,  and  WRAW, 
Reading,  Pa.  Our  gospel  program  also  is  on  the 
air  over  WPEN  each  Wednesday  from  2.15  until 
2.45  p.  m.,  and  Saturday  night,  from  9  until  10 
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o'clock.  The  Fraser  Radio  Gospel  Hour  has 
been  associated  with  WPEN  for  the  last  five 
years.  After  twelve  years  of  weekly  broadcasts 
over  WIP,  we  have  come  to  the  "parting  of  the 
ways"  and  are  no  longer  connected  with  that 
station. 

Our  daughter,  Ella  Marie  Fraser,  is  now  a 
pupil  in  3-B  at  the  Patterson  School,  Seventieth 
Street  and  Buist  Avenue.  Little  Bobbie,  who 
became  a  member  of  our  family  after  publica- 
tion of  my  autobiography,  is  attending  kinder- 
garten classes  at  this  school.  Franny,  Tootsie 
and  Bobbie  are  a  popular  radio  trio,  thousands 
of  persons  having  sent  them  fan  mail.  Bobbie 
is  definitely  his  daddy's  boy.  Somewhere  he 
struck  upon  the  idea  that  he  is  the  "little  king" 
and  his  father  is  the  "big  king."  Maybe  it's  just 
that  he's  getting  used  to  democracy  early.  Thank 
God  that  in  America  every  man's  a  king.  I  know 
that  we  will  do  all  in  our  power  to  preserve  the 
American  Way  of  Life  so  that  Franny,  Tootsie 
and  Bobbie  may  enjoy  in  their  time  the  priv- 
ileges, liberty  and  dignity  which  have  been  and 
still  are  ours.  Franny,  Tootsie  and  Bobbie  and 
your  child  and  your  neighbor's  child  and  the 
boys  and  girls  of  the  Tenderloin  deserve  the  best 
that  is  in  us.  For  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven. 
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The  Court  awarded  "Robert  David"  directly 
to  my  wife  and  myself,  March  2,  1938,  and  that 
date  papers  for  adoption  were  filed  in  City  Hall, 
Philadelphia.  We  became  the  proud  parents  of 
our  boy  when  the  papers  were  approved  and 
the  Court  extended  congratulations  that  were 
as  welcome  and  sincere  as  any  mother  and  father 
ever  received. 

An  excerpt  from  "One  and  All,"  published 
by  me  in  1938,  will  suffice  as  a  brief  history  of 
Bobby: 

"On  Christmas  Eve,  this  small  bundle  of  love 
and  life  was  forsaken.  Robert's  mother,  sud- 
denly finding  herself  and  her  child  alone  in  a 
big  world  that  had  no  place  for  them,  was 
distracted,  afraid,  heart-broken.  Somewhere  in 
our  city,  while  a  million  mothers  were  trimming 
Christmas  trees  and  arranging  gifts  for  their 
children,  this  mother  came  to  the  decision  she 
must  abandon  her  child.  Once  her  mind  was 
made  up,  she  acted  swiftly,  bundled  her  tiny 
boy  in  blue  and  white  blankets,  reinforced  the 
package  with  newspapers,  put  it  in  a  market 
basket  and  came  in  a  downpour  of  rain  to  my 
house.  No  one  saw  her  come  or  go,  but  the  note 
we  found  with  the  baby  told  us  of  her  heart- 
breaking plight." 
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The  newspapers  printed  several  write-ups 
about  the  abandoned  child.  One  line  read, 
"Santa  Leaves  Real  Doll."  Another  was  to  the 
effect  that  the  boy  celebrated  Christmas  with 
coos  of  contentment.  He  was  about  two  weeks 
old  at  that  time.  To  the  note  pinned  to  the  blan- 
kets in  which  we  found  him  was  a  dollar  bill. 
Every  effort  was  made  to  contact  his  mother. 
To  this  day  we  have  received  no  information 
about  her. 

Our  next  move  is  to  incorporate  the  Fraser 
Radio  Gospel  Hour  Social  Service  Association 
of  Philadelphia.  This  we  are  preparing  to  do 
as  our  book  again  goes  to  press. 
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THE  PURPOSE  OF  THIS  BOOK 


I  am  reminded  of  the  Scripture,  "If  God  be 
for  us,  who  can  be  against  us?"  I  have  proven 
this  time  and  time  again  in  my  life.  The  title 
"Overcoming  Obstacles,"  is  a  fine  one,  but  no 
obstacle  can  be  overcome  without  the  help  of 
Him  who  said,  "Lo,  I  am  with  you  even  until 
the  end,  I  will  never  leave  you,  nor  forsake  you." 
I  do  not  consider  my  handicap  a  hard  one,  but 
praise  God,  the  Lord  has  enabled  me  to  over- 
come the  obstacles  that  have  arisen  from  time 
to  time.  I  am  not  writing  this  book  to  show  you 
what  a  person  without  sight  can  do,  but  my  only 
purpose  is  to  try  and  help  you  who  read  this 
edition,  to  realize  more  than  ever  before  that 
God  is  all-powerful  and  that  He  can  use  the 
smallest  vessel,  if  the  vessel  is  willing  to  be  used 
for  the  "Glory  of  God." 

THE  END 
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